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the ſame time, in doingit 


To 4 Meer NoBLE 
LIONEL-CRANFIELD, 


Dok E of DoRSET), 


| Lord-Lieutenant of IRELAND. 


MY LORD, 

Very mach fear I ſhall be thought 
q 1 BY guilty of great Preſumption in 
taking the Liberty co dedicate, to 
Your Excellency, a Play repreſen- 
ted at this Seaſon of the Year; and, at 
without firſt ob- 


t ining Leave: But as Your Excellency 


has too juſt a Taſte and Knowledge of 


every Science to paſs Judgment on any 


Writer, otherwiſe than as You are influenc'd 


_— 


A 2 by 


. bt the real Merit of his Performance the 


DEDICATION. 


\* 


firſt Objection will be of little avail againſt 
me; for 1 ſhould have the fame Dread, at 
any other time, of not gaining Your Ex- 
cellency's Approbation, ſince J am ſenſi- 
ble, I have but ſmall Pretentions to it from 
the Alterations and Additions I have made 
in the Piece I do my ſelf the Honour to 
lay at Your Excellency's Feet. 
The other Objection, of not begging 
Your Excellency's Permiſſion for this Ad- 
dreſs, is of no greater Force than the for- 
mer; for tho very few Gentlemen of 
high Birth and Station ſo much deſerve 
the Encomiums of Mankind as Your Fx- 
| cellency, yet, I am told, there are ſtill 
fewer but ſeem more delighted with them. 
Then how could I apply to Your Excel- 
lency in an Affair of this kind, which is, 
in my Opinion, no better than a Bargain 
between the Patron and Poet for ſuch a 
Number of Flatteries and overſtrain'd 


1 Compliments, as Vour Excellency would 


ſcorn to accept had I Meanneſs enough 
to make an Offering of them: 
g Bui 


15 DBDI CATION. 
| Bnut to take this Occaſion of congratu- 
: | lating my native Country, Ireland, on the 
+ | Happineſs it is going to receive from Your 
| wiſe and prudent Adminiſtration, and of 
being one of the foremoſt in ſhewing my 
| | Zeal and Duty to Your Excellency, I hope 
will not be thought-an unpardonable Am- 


| bition in, 


My LORD, 
a Your EXCELLENCY'S moſt obedient, 


| and moſt devoted humble Servant, 


CA. COFFEY, 


| atk 1. Dear Jobſon ho ws from wet. 
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And join the Laugh, he ot her Self, ſecure. 
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PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. THEOPH. CIBBER 


I N ancient Greece the Comic Muſe af pe d, 
Sworn Foe to Vite, by Vime Friends rever'd; 
Impartial ſbe indulg'd her noble Raye, 


No reigning [|] was from ber Cenſure 

No Sex, no Age of Man, and no Degree 
i bos er by Paſſion was, or Folly, 

The lawvePd wer 4 or ſacerdotal He 

The pedant Sophift, or imperious Dame, 

She laſh'd the Evil, nor cronceal'd the Name. 


*— bard the Fate 0 of Wives in thoſe ſad Times, 
— * Poets won A chaſtiſe their Ot 
A ben Mate, 25 rampant Jilt, 
Had ber Name odors For on the Stage with Guilt! 
Each Fair may now the Comic Muſe endure, 


Link'd to a patient Led, this Night bebold 
A wilful, beadfirang, Termayant and Sold ; 
Whom, tho" ber Husband did what Man cou'd do, 
The Devil only cou d reclaim like you; 
Like you, whoſe Firtues bright emwboltiſÞ Life, 
Aud add a Bleſſing to the Name of Wife. 


A merry Wag, to mend vexatious Brides, 
Theſe Scenes begun, which fhak'd _ Fathers Sides; 
Aud we, obſequious to your 3 
Tour Mirth, by courting the 1. Sog 
If you approve, we our De fret obtain, © 
Aud by your Pleaſure ſhall compute our Cain. 
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try Gentleman, laue for his Mr. 5 e a 


ons oil His Frimds, 2M. Wetheritt, Jun. 
e rr Fur, Par- 3 17041 
F 

good old Cauſe. i Sr. Wetherilt, Sen. 


Butler, 
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Coxchman, 


Mr, Berry 

Mr. Fielding, 

Mr. Wright, 

Mr. Gray. 1 


obſon, 4 P/alm- finvine Cobler 
a Tenn to br Join.” : * -o- as 
Doctor 1 Ps * 7 5 a 
Nadir, Wo s attending r ench. 
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Lady Loverule, Wife to Sir J 


4 proud, canting, brawling, i . Alk. 


natical Sbrew. 


Luc | "A 
1 AY = Maids. Miſs Williams, 
Nell, Jobſon's Hife, an innocent 

C , Jo Girl... © $ Miſs Raf? = 
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AST 4 SCENE L 
SCENE The Cobler's Houſe. 
Jobſon, and Nell. 


Jossox. 


oME, Nel/, bring forth my Jan Jacket, 
clean Neckcloth, and Crabtree Cudgel, d'ye 


hear ? I mean to be in - e Geers, and 
| look as tidy as other Folk. 
- Nell. Here they are, Husband ; but pr'y- 
SS thee, good 7ob/or, ſta with me Tonight, aud 
for once make merry at home. 

Jeb. Peace, peace, you Jade, and go Spin; for if I lack any 
Thread for my Stitching, I wil! puniſh you by virtue of my Sor 
vereign Authority. | A 

Nell. Ay marry, no doubt of that; whilſt you take yoor 
Beans at the Alehouſe, ſpend your Subſtance, get drunk «s & 
* 


, then come home like a Sot, and aſe one like a Dog. 
8 Jeb. 


5 
* 


2 - 


2 Die Devil t Pay; Or, 
| how now, Brazen-ſace, 


4 
5 Nr Why, 
4 FR. il} of the Government? Don't you know, Huſ- 
. Ih, we: Tow King in expe Hooſb, ond tae this i Treaſon 
+ elry. | 

wml oor dne bear n 50 But 1 pray you now, 


| | Fobſav, Jon ge 10 the Alebouſe To-nig 


Alx I. Tree Love ſhall never, Ge. 


| | Alas! bow cas you ſerve me ſo ? 
_ da yau { place my whole Delight, 
| Then flay with your poor Nell To-night: 
And thay with Love, and barmieſs Play, 


| Moll crown, at home, the Holiday. 


7g Job. Well, Fl humour you far once, but don't grow ſancy | 
upon't; for I am invited by Sir Jobs Lovernle's Butler, and am ff | 
to be Princely drunk with Punch at the Hall-Place; we ſhall 
have a Bowl large enough to ſwim in. 


| AIR Il. London Apprentice. 


About the great Hall Table, 
We'll face the flowing Bowl, 
Aud drink while we are able, 
To gaench each drow;hy Soul: With 


fe, 
* 
an 


*. 
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ſhall 


With 


merry us che 


The Wives Metamorphod. 4 
us ſuch inſpiring Liquer, 
And floating Teafts ſe brows, 
ll feaſt like any Vicar 
In Country or in Tows. 


Nell. But they ſay, Husband, the new Lady will not ſuffer 
g to enter yy nn Mind ory meer gc eb 
ſmall! to her own Servants; and tcveral of the Tenants 
have come home with broken Heads from her Ladyſhip's own 
Hands, only for ſinelling ſtrong Beer in her Houſe. 

Fob. A Pot on her, for « fanatical Jade! She hes almoſt di- 
1 Bur he's no. abroad, fraſting with 
her Relations, and will ſcarce come home To nige; and we 
are to have much Drink, a Fiddle, and merry Gambols. 

Nell. But her Chaplain will diltuch ou. 

Fob. .If be does, we'll toſt the Hypoctite in « Blanket, or 
kick the fanQify'd Coxcomb to x Jelly. 


Nell. O dear Husband! let me go with you, we'll be as 
Night's 


b. Why how now, you bold Baggage! wou'd you be car- 
ry'd to a Company of ſmooth-fac'd, eating, drinking, lazy Ser- 
: 2 runs all into Vencry |}, 
No, no, you I'll not be a Cuckold. 
Nell. I'm fare they wou'd make me welcome; you promis'd 
I ſhou'd ſee the Houſe, and the Family has not been here before, 
fince you marry'd and brought me home. 
Fob. Why, thou moſt audacious Strumpet, dat'ſt thou diſ- 
pute with me, thy Lord avd Maſter? Get in and ſpin, or elſe 
my Strap ſhall wind about thy Ribs moſt ly. 


AIR III. The Twitcher. 


w 


He that has the brſs Wiſe, 
She”; the Plagac of bis Life; 
Bus for her that will ſcold and will quarrel, 
B 2 Les, 


„ The Devil u by, Or, 


Let him cut ber ſhort 3 
f ber Meat and ber Sport, 
And ten times a Day hoop ber Barrel, brave Boyz, 
And ten times a Day boop her Barrel, 


Nell. Well, we poor Women muſt always be Slaves, and 
never have any Joy; but you Men run and ramble at your Plea- 


AIR IV. Fie, nay, pr'ythee Jobs. 


"Tis, I vow and ſwear, 
Very cruel, Dear, 
That I muſt not be allow'd to talk: 
Hence, I ſay, get in | 
To thy Wheel, and ſpin, 
Leſt pen your Back my Strap ſhou'd walk. 


Nell. Well, fiance I muſt, I will be gone; 


—— 


2 you. moſt peſtilent Baggage, will you be hoop'd ? Be 


N 
* 


Go, go, you are a naughty Man; 

Be. ſure get drunk then, if you can, 
Reel home 4 Nell. 

You ſurly Fade, by Tea and Nay, 

If here you any longer ay, 

Or dare diſpute my ſovereigs Sway, 
Pl flrap you well. Bas 


Jane. 


*& 


The Wives Metamorpho#d. 3 
Nell. I muſt obey. 
Fob, Stay, now 1 think on't, here's Six-pence for yo 
Ale and Apples, ſtretch and puff thy (elf up with Lamb's Wool, 
rejoice and revel by thy ſelf, be drunk and wallow in thy own 
Sty, like 'a grambling Sow as thou arc. 


He that has the beſt I ie, | 
She's the Plague of bis Life, &c. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Sir John's. 


Butler, Cook, Footman, Coachman, Lucy, Lettice, Sr. 


Bas. | wou'd the blind Fidler and our dancing Neighbours 
were here, that we might rejoice 8 little while our termagant 
Lady is abroad; I have made a molt ſovereigu Bowl of Punch, 
and have a good Hoard of March Beer. | 

Lacy. We bad need rejoice ſometimes, for our deviliſh new 
Lady will never ſuffer ir in her hearing. g 

Bat. I will maintain, there is more Mirth in « Galley, than 
in our Family; Our Maſter indeed is the worthieft Gentleman 
——— nothing but Sweerneſs and Liberality. 

Feet. But here's a Houſe tucn'd topſy turvy, from Heaven to 


Hell, fince ſhe came hither. 
Lucy. His former Lady was ail Virtoe and Mildaeſs. 


Bat. Ay, reſt her Soul, ſhe was ſo; but this is inſpir'd with a 
Legion of Devils; and a plaguy Non-con Parſon worſe than 
all, who makes het lay about her like a Fury. 


AIRV. Under the Greenwood Tree. 


Of all the Plaguer of Human Liſe, 
A Shrew ii ſure the worſt; 
Scarce one in ten that takes a Wife, 


But with a Sbrew is curſt. 


ſhou'd forget her good Uſage, ſhe refreſhes my 


The Devil 10 Pay; Os, 

Since then the Plague in Marriage lies, 
Who'd rufſp upon bis Fate? 

Ves be for Freedom, Bondage buys, 
Au flill repents too late. 


Lacy. I am fore I always feel ber in my Bones; ſhe has an 
Inſtrument of Correction made of Whalebone, and for fear I 
Memor every 


Quarter of an Hour; if her Complexion don't pleafe her, or 
ſhe looks yellow in a Morning, I am ſure to look black and 


blue for it before Night. 
AIR VI. Tas when the Sun, e. 


| 


45 
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Tempeſtuons as the Seas and Windr, 

Are fume capricions Womens Minds, 

ite ſand capricious Womens Minds, 
Vie fling, vans, tare, and baet 2 

- Faſt ſuch is my ſwees Lady's Caſe, | ' | 

If fhe a Pin or Patch miſplace, | 

Ie. a Pin or Patch mijplace, 
Ii ſure te pay for all, 


- Cook, Pox on ber! I dert tot come wirhin her Reach. 1 
have ſome fix broken Heads already. A La), quotha a She- 
Beat is a civiler Animal. She has alſo robd'v me of my Coney- - 
Skins, Kitchen-Stuff, and all my Vails, and has brought 3 
damn'd, gormandizing, ſanQify'd Fellow with her, that is 
ſcarce content with five Meals a Day. | 
Bat. But none of you have been ſo much abu d s 


Lucy. 


184 


mie Wites Amur pb 7 
Laty. Neeauſe none of ut hud 6 Space-Deurd of + Foot 


| 

"Bee. I that have liv'd five and forty Years in the Family, and 
had for twenty Years preſery'd a teverend Beard, which made 
me noted for Wiſdom and Diſcretion thro” all the Country, 
and to have it ſo cruelly detmoliſſ d ig an Ioftant <a... in- 


tolerable | <—— 

Cook. ee are n and 
lay waſte that fruicful Ca? "us, 

> x ear 

off. 

1 „Wust pity was to loſe ſech an Emblem of Gravity 
and Wisdom 

B as. Ay, Im tiow become a Shache to my Neighbours, and 
date not ſhew my Chin before em. Oh! that Beard? that poor 
— * 8 it had amongſt them! | had ev'n as leave 
ſhe t me. 

Feet. I believe thou had'ſt, for thy Beard wi of as much uſe 
as any [Implement about thee. 
rb CET hs ip of 


AIR VII. Yn the Highlatids of Genen 


Like Solon, for Wiſdom, bow was I rever'd, 
For, 0b! all my Wiſdom lay in my grave Beard; 
But fince my poor Chin has beew r, of it; Store, 
The Loſi of my Wiſdom and Beard I deplore. 


Foor, Heaven Maſter ; this deviliſh Termigent 
ſeolding Dr of him; I never ſaw « Man 


fo alter d all the of my Life. | 
Cook. There's a perpenl Motion in that Tongue of hers, 
and a datnn'd. Pipe, enough t break the of a 
B 4 Man's 


* 


; . * 2 N a — * 4 " > p : " . 
10 3 
* ay; 0 


; | wonder my Maſter does not kick n s 


f Of ſuch a damm d termagant Shrew? 
| Nor Dram, Mill, or Bell, 
Or Clamonrs of Hell, 
Such exquifite Pain can beflow, beflow, 
Such exquiſite Pain can beſtow. 


But. Her Parſon ! her Weaver ; for 1 believe he never had 
Orders, but at inward Motion from his Stomach. - 
| 4am Within.) Why, Cook, Fobn, Cook, I ſay, where act 
thou 
Cook. I'm here. — This is his outward Gall; now is he al- 
Luncheon. 


moſt familt'd for his ſecond Afternoon's 


"Enter Ancoias. 


Ans. Jobs, I fay, why doſt thou neglect me? My Spirits 
are exhaled, eyaporated in Study and 9 Labour; I feel as it 
8 ſtrange kind of Emprifulaeſs ; I have not ext theſe two 

ours. 

But. A Pox confound him ! ſet him faſt by the Teeth, or 
he'll diſturb us. CA. 

Cook. I have nothing but a couple of cold Chickent, ſome 
Meſipbalia Bacon, and Chriſtmas Fies. 

Au. As for your Chriſtmas Pies, I defy them; they are abo- 
minable, ſcandalous, and idulatrous ; they favour of Rome ; 
they are ſo many Fortifications wherein the Whore of B 10 
entrencheth her ſelf; I will down with them, I will beat t 
gown exceedingly; my Zeal 1 not ſuffer ſuch Popery in this 


$45. 


' The Wives Metamorphosd. 9 


Houſe; Ye are my Flock, I will fee that that Wolf the Whore 
does not prey upon and deyour ye: Down, down, 1 ſay, with 
all her Out-works and High Places, her ſuperſticious and idols- 
trous Buildings and Structures, whether in minced Pies, or o- 
therwiſe. Your Chriftmas is an Idol, a very Idol, truly: Have 
not ſeen him in a pr ne Mask, in the Habit of an old 
Man with a long Spade d? And have not the deluded Rout 
worſhipped and fallen down before him? Your Bagpipes ore ſo 
many Pagan Organs: and your Waſlalers lewd and 1 $0 Choi- 
riſters unto Satan. [ may not bear theſe Rags of the Smock of 
that Scarlet Whore. Spirit riſeth, my Zeal boileth and 
bubbleth up, as it were, within me; | am tranſported with an 
= React But do you hear, Fobn Cook ? Send vp theſe 


Cook. What, both? 

Ana. Yea, both, with -, Bacon; and do you W 
Fobn, « Tart; and you, Mr. C, let me have a Bottle of Sack, 

a Bottle of Ale, and 4 Bottle of March Beer; by the help of 
this Refreſhment, I may be able to hold vut till — Be 
* 

. What ſhall we do with this baſe Saiveling Hypocrite? 

Heil il our merry Meeting, 
Foes. I'll warrant you, "tis but putting out the Candles, and 
we'll ſoon make him weary of his Cantiag, it he ſhou'd come 


agaio. 


oe 


Bat. So, his Proviſion's gone up. 
Cook. He's fat by the Teeth for one Hour. 


Euter blind Fidler, Jobſon, a Neighbours. 


Bat. Welcome, welcome all; this is to our Wiſh. Honeſt 
old Acquaintance, Godman Fobſom! how doſt thou? 

Fob. By my Troth, I am wan ſharp ſer” towards Punch, 
and am now come with à firm eſolution, tho' but a poor 
Cobler, to be as richly drunk as 4 Lord; I am a true Hog 
Heart, and look u . Drunkenneſs as the beſt part of the Li- 
derty of the Suby 


AIR 


N. Liquor like Punch gives Delight 10 the Jeu, 

Whos we dr wn all aur Care! i bottoms o Bowl; 
Ip up Jade Nature, and guickent the Blood, 
Which if it find! bad, it nee faili 10 leave good. 
Derry drum, down, bey derry down. 


Lacy. Why did you not bring your Wife with you? 

Tel? Becauſe here are Wag. very. Wegs, 4 
N Man may be a Cuckold before the King's Health 
can go 

Bus. Come, Fobſon, Let's have a Catch; Hike up blind Will 
Ah Fobſon, I have heard thee out fing the Latk, ot Nightingale; 
thou art beard above all the Church; let there be never ſo many 
Voices there, thine will ſtill be predominant. 

Cork. Ay, and he holds out the Note of one Verſe, till the 
Clerk begins 10 ling the net1; be hes a pure Wind, 

Fob. Ay, as you ſay, I am pretty good at a Pſalm or ſo, and 
I have ſome reaſon for it, for | have ftitch'd Soals theſe thirty 
Years to theſe fame Pſalms you ſpeak off 

But. Come, let us bring ont our Bowl of Punch in ſolemn 
Proceſſion; and then for a Song to crown our Happineſs. 


AIR 


The Wives Metamorphord. «x 


AIR x. chens of Swedes. 
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Crown this Night with Pleaſtre; 
Let none at Cares of Life repine, 
To deflray aur Pleaſare : 


Fill up the mighty ſparkling Bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loye! Soul 


May drink and fing withoas comroul, 
To ſupport our Pleaſure. 


Let Lovers whine, aud Stateſmen . 
Always veid of Pleaſure; 

And let the Miſer bug hi: Chink, 
Deftitnte Pleaſure: 

But we like Sous of Mirth and Bliſs, 

Obtain the Height of Happineſi, 

bi Brimmers flow with Juice like this, 

In ihe midſt of Plesſure. 


Thas, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt then be 

| Guardian to pur Pleaſure ; 

| That under thy Protection we 
20 May enjey new Pleaſure; 
Aud as the Hours glide away, 
We'll in thy Name invoke their Stay, 
And fing thy Praiſer, that we may 

Live and die with Pleaſure. 


Cook. And now LI the Reve with o, Soindghag 
Turkey Pye, and a EAT Bhs Bop beſides much Tarts, 


o 


ding, and other Appurtenances belonging to our Office, 


nz The Devil n Pay; Or, 
Bat. Here's our Maſter's Health in a Bumper. Huzzah 
Lucy. Our Lady's Confuſion in another. Huzzab 
Euter Ananias, gnawing the Leg of a Chicken. == 


. An. What meaneth this lewd, profane, and Babyloniſh Noiſe, 8 
ye popiſh Locuſts, ye idolattous Vipers? This ſanRity'd Place 
s become even a Den of wicked ones. Thou blind Miſleader 1 


of the Blind, wü thy lewd Antichriſtian Squeaks, avaunt! « 
vaunt, I ſay! Belzebu6,-avaunt! ¶ Hie beats the Fidler; they 
put ont the Lights, and toſt bim abext.} Hold! hold! What 
meaneth this? Ve Sons of Darkneſs, I defy you ; I can ſoffe 
for the Truth, Il am a Witneſs. 

Baz. Blind him, and gag him, 

Cook. Bind him Hand and Foot. r | 

Ana.” I will flee away from farther Perſecution, Vipers. 
My good Lady will come the will, to your Confufion. 


| Ex«, 
Foot. And as you like this, let us ſee you * . 
Bat. To our Bufineſs, now he's gone. The King and all 
the Royal Family, in a Brimmer — 
„Cool. Are you ready for a Collation ? 
No, no, we'll have a Bout at Blind-Man's-Br 


. Ay, ay, come away, I'm an old at that; blind n 
; perhaps I'm as great a Maſter at Blind- an's-Buff 2s am 
Europe. | {They blind bim, and dance. 


oF" Emer Sir John; aud Lady. 


Lady. O Heaven and Earth! What's here within my Doors? 
1s Hell broke looſe? What Troops of Fiends are here? Sit 
rah, you impudent Raſcal, hoe 

Sir Jobx. For ſhame, my y As this is a time oft 

Mirth and Jollity, it has always been the Cuſtom of my Houſe, 
to give my Servants liberty in this Seaſon, and to treat my 
Country Neighbours, that with innocent Sports they may di 
vert themſelves. | 

Lady. I ſay, meddle with your own Affairs, I will govern 

my own Houſe without your putting in an Oar. Shall I as 
leave to correct my own Servants? | 

Sir Jebx. | thought, Madam, this had been my Houſe, and 

* theſe my Tenants and Servants. 


Lady. Did I bring a Fortone to be thus abus'd and ſaud'd be- 4 
fore People? Do you cal) my Authority io 9 vngtate. urg 
fol Man? Lock you to your Dogs and Horſes abroad, but it 


ſhall de my Province to govern here; nor wil! I be control'd 
AIR 


by Fer a hunting, hawking, Knight in Chriſtendom, 


be Nen Metamorphos'd. ny 


AIR XI. Cie, be kind, Wc. 
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Pry thee be gone —— no more diftarb me, 
NY 1 will regs ſev rege Miftreſt here ; 
it, No matrimonial Ties Hall carb me, 
Fl ater be rad by Love or Fear. 


Sir Jobs. This it is to be marry'd to a continua Tempeſt ; 
Gicife and Noiſe, Canting and Hypocriſy, are eternally afioac. 
— Tis impoſſible to bear it long. 

g e filthy Scoundrels, and odious Jades, I' teach you 
to junket thus, aud ſteal my Provifions ; I hall be devour'd 
u this Rate. 

| 3 we might be merry once upon a 

ay. | 

Lady. Holiday, you popiſh Cur! is one Day more holy than 
'F another? and if it be, you'l! be fare to get drunk upon it, you 
Rogue, that by your late demoliſh'd Beard thought your ſelf an 
Example to the Family ; Is this your Example, Sirrah? [Beats 
bim.) Come, yon Minx, you impudent Flirt, are you ji 
— 95 aſter an abominable Fiddle? all Dancing i: whorith, 

4 q L | s ber. 

O Lud! ſhe has pull'd off both my Ears. b 0 

Sir Jobu, Pray, Madam, conſider your Sex and Quality; { 
ern bluſh for your Behaviour. : 
asf Lay. Confider your Incapacity ; you ſhall not inſtru 


ane Enter Ananias. 


we = Dear Lady, I am heartily rejoiced you are fo ſoon te- 
"| tur h 

It it 

L.. O good and holy Man, how came my Family thus 

my Abe hn Abſence? 

IR | Ans. 


\The Devil 6 Pay; Or, 


commanding them to ſurceaſe from their ſuper 
Rites which they ſacrificed to that Idol 
old Father Clima; and while my Spirit 
Chaſtiſement, they did extinguiſh the | 
me in, and theſe Inſtruments of 
me, even unto great /nguiſh, and I am fore bruiſe 


in Body. 

Lach. Alack! good Man! O ye Spawn of Belial! ye Fryſſ® 
of the bottomleſs Pit! Lo an Hon thee metiet, you Bus- 
rurd e TY beats "ems all, ae fo 
_ ng „Madam, 

your 


am an honeft, plain, | 
= 1 Church, you might hear me 
Lady. Ti try thy Voice here firſt, Villain. [WT 
you 


. Nounz! what a Por, what a Devil ails 
I Tn Cn; then F 

2 u avaunt; N 

the Lake of Darkneſs. 5 


Fob. Avaunt, thou coxcombly Son of a Whore of the new 


Fob, What, wilt you wreſtle a Fall with me? C22 
then, rake that taſty Log, you ſanctify'd Rogue, with 6 Pound 
on each fide. He lugs and throws him dows. 
Lady. © impudent Villain ! he not hurt thee, good 


Man? | 
Ave. He hath very much diforder'd my two Ears, and bruiſed 


: Sip Lon deſerve it, for a meddling Coxcomb; go to 
youe „ vou ignorant and read, to rely more 
upon KEI Senſe, and leſs upon your new Light, Blockhedd, 


Lady. O Wickedneſs! was ever poor Lady fo miſerable, ſa 


miſerable in a brutiſh Husband, as | am? I chat am fo 
pious and ſo religious a Woman 


Azs. She is a holy and 2 fanctiſied Perſan, truly. 
Job. Sings. He that has the beft Wife, 
She's the Pla: of his Life, 
And ten times a Day hoop ber Barrel, &c. [ Exit. 
O Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain! 
y 28. Rememnder Vlodeliy. 
5 1 Lady. 
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Lady. Tu rout ye all with a Vengeance, LI ſquenk- 
Aug Taeele x; Beats the Fradle —— the 2 Mans Head. 
Hd. O Murder, Murder! I am « dark Man, which way hall 
| get hence? Oh Heaven! ſhe has broke my Fiddle, and un- 
one me and my Wite and Children. * 

Sir Fobn. Here, paor Fellow, take your Statf and be gooe, 
"YT here's Money to boy you two ſuch; that's your way. 
fall Fd. Heaven preferve your Worſhip. — Bleſs you, ſweet 
Maltet —- hete's a Change indeed -— little did ever I think t 
fod ſuch Doings in this Place. 
Lady. Mcthinks yu wo 2 liberal, Sir; muſt my Eftate 
maintain you in your Profuſcneſs? 


Sir Jobs. Go up to your Cloſet, pray, and compoſe your 


re mel Mind. 
Lady O wicked Man! to bid me pray. 
Bim. Sir John. A Man can't be compleatly cury'd, I ſee, without 
Marriage; but fince there is ach a thing as Mme - 
hance, the ſhall To- mort o] enjoy the Benefit of is. 


AIR XII. Of all Comforts 1 wiſcarry'd. 


EIS 5 > 


+ 
Ote 
d. 
ſo 
ſo 
Of the States in Life ſo variens, 
Marriage, ſure, is moſt precarious ; 
it, Z « Maze ſo fr angely winding, 
Still we are new Maze finding ; 
"Tis an Aion ſo ſevere, 
That nonght but Death can ſt us clear; 


dy. Ha 


The Devil to Pay; Or, 
Happy's the Man, from Wedlock free, 
le knows to prize bis Liberty: 

Were Mex wary, 

4 4 How they marry, 1 

We ond not be by bf ſo full of Miſery. 


xKnocking at the Door.] 
Here, where are my Servants? Muft they be frighted from me? 
| hey 8 , ſee who —_ >y 
- Within there. —— are ats e Drabs, 
* . Lights there. N 


Enter Servants, ſacaking, with Candles. 


Bat. Sir, it is a Doctor that lives ten Miles off; he praQiſes 
Phyſick, and is an Aſtrologer; your Worſhip knows bim very 
well; he is a Cunning-Man, makes Almanacks, and can help 
People to their Goods again. 
Enter Doctor. 

Dock. Sir 1 humbly dog you Honout's Pardon for this un- 
ſeaſonable Intruſion ; but I am benighted, and "tis ſo dark that 
I can't poſſibly find my way home; and knowing your Wor- 
ſhip's Hoſpitality, deſire the Favour to be harbonr'd under your 
Roof To-night. 

He Out of my Houſe, you lewd Conjurer, you Ma- 
ician. | 
a Ans. Avaunt, thou Inftrument of Satan, I defy thee and all 

thy Works. -—- Thou wicked Sorcerer, avannt! 

Dock. Here's a Turn! Here's a Change! ——— Well, if 
I have 2 ye ſhall both ſmart for this. [ Afade. 

Sir Jobn. You ſee, Friend, I am not Maſter of my own 
Houſe; therefore to avoid any Uneaſineſs, go down the Lane 
about a Quarter of a Mile, and you'll ſee a Cobler's Cottage, 
ſtay there a little, and Pll ſend my Servant to conduct you to 
a Tenant's Honſe, where you'll be well entertain'd. 

Dock. I thank yon, Sir, I'm your moſt humble Servant. — 
But as for your Non-con, and his furious She- Diſciple there, 


they ſhall this Night feel my Reſentment. Eis 
ir Job. Come, Madam, you and I muſt have ſome Confe- 
rence together. 


Lady. Yes, I will have a Conference and s Reformation too 
in this Houſe, or I'll turn it opfide down — I will. 


AIR 


AIR XIII. Contented Country Farmer. 


or That, 
Of Flights and Whims, you know not what; 
E will reform this ſervile Ron, 
Or turn the Homſe quite inſide ont: 
Therefore be certain from this Day, 
I will command, 'wbilft you obey. ; 


Sir John. Crane me, ye Pow'r:! but this Regueſf, 
And let who will the World comeſt; - 
Corvey ber ts ſome diſtant Shore, 
Where [ may neer bebold ber more; 
Or let me to ſome Cottage fly 
In Freedom's Arm: to live endo. [Exeunt. 


Ana. My Mind miſzives me theſe Varlets have leſt ſome 
ood thing in the Bowl there; but hold, is it not a waſlelling, 
uperſtitions Spice-Bowl? Let me ice Hah ! it is very 

comfortable, and edificth; there's « huge Iſland of Toaſt, Nut- 
meg aud Sugar, I will attack it, nay I will ey cloſe Siege to 
it. —— It is chexring; 1 have a Paper with ſome Parmezan fa 
my Pocket, which will eat very deliciouſly with it. -— This is 
alſo a pleafing Liquor; I will * thereof plentifaily, _ — 
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Toaſt moſt exceedingly. ——— My Spirits are enlivene 
were, and even ceited unto much Yor agc Gan - . 


AIR XIV. Troy Town. \F 


# *S 
E 
* 


M the' this Punch be moſt propbas, 
lie warm the Heart, and chears the Soul; 
It drowns our Zeal, and cures all Pain, 


Which may our tipling Feys contronl: 
ben fince of Mirth this is the Spring, 
Thus free from Gare I'll drink and ſing. 


Enter Butler, and Cook. 


Cook. O that ſweet-tooth'd, liquoriſh Hypocrite, who is al- 

* eating, and looks as if he had never eat ! 
ut. His Meat does him no more good, than his DoQrine 

does others; ſtand cloſe, you'll ſee him devour that Punch- 
3 o — a Moment; noc will he be contented till he drains 
the Bowl. a | 

Cook. It will diſyuiſe him moſt wickedly, and make him as 
drunk as one of the Prophane. | 

Aus. It doth begin to invade my upper Region, my Pericra- 
nitam ſeemeth to be inclined unto much Giddineſs — the Room 
appearemh to turn round as it were, and | have a ſtrange unge d- 
ly Singing in my Head. 


Then ſince of Mirth this is the Spring, 
Thus free from Care, Dll drink and ing. 


Bas. He is overtaken with too mach of the Creature. 
Cool. Tis a moſt ſeaſouable Time, I am juſt going to ſend 
up Supper, and my Lady won't eat without his Grace, 
| Bit. 


J 
t. 
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, quickly, be's now it a ſweet Pickle fer « Grace 

arte ot an Hour long, as he us'd to make em. 
; [Ei Cook. 
Ana, Where am I, in the Battery, or in my own Cloſet? A 
moſt exceilent Spice, verily. [ Sings. 


Then fince of Mirth this is the Spring, 
Thu: free frem Care Pll drink and ſung. 


Emer Lacy. 
Lucy. Supper is on the Table, Mr. Avi, and my Lady 
wales for your Bleſſing, r 21 
Ana. Is it Suppet · time, ſay you? Now I think on't, I begin 
to be ſomewhat , as it were. 
Bas. Pray, Sir, e haſte, my * grows impatient. 
Ana. What is the matter with me? I think my Feet are a- 
ſleep, I cannot uſe them, truly — my Eyes ate ſomewhat dim 
too: Which is the way? | | 
Bat. The Rogue hears my Maſter intends to turn over a new 
Leaf, and he has a mind to wind about; but this ſhan't ſerve 
his Turn, he's a Fanatick Rogue fill. | 
[ They lead him ont flaggering, and ſinging. 
Then fince of Mirth this is the Spring, 
Thus ſtee from Care Ill drink and fing. 


SCENE III. The Cobler's, 
Nell, and the Doctor. 


Nell. Pray, Sir, mend your Draught, if you pleaſe; you are 
welcome, Sir. ; 
ock. Thank you heartily, good Woman, and to requite 
your Civility, Pl tell = ont Fortune. 

1 2 pray do, Sir; I never had my Fortune told me in 
m 0 

pd. Let me behold the Lines of your Face. 

Nell. I'm afraid, Sir, tis none of the cleaneſt ; I have been 
about dirty Work all this Day. 

Dock. Come, come, tis a good Face, be not aſham'd of it, 
you ſhall ſhew it in greater Places ſadden!y. 

Nell, O dear Sir, I ſhall be mightily aſham'd; I want Daci- 
ty when I come before great Folks. 

Dock. You mult be confident, and fear nothing; there is. 
much Happineſs attends you. 

Nell. me! this is a race Man; Heaven he thanked. 

Dod. To-morrow before Sunriſe you th1ll be the _ 


Woman in this Country. ane, 


| * 2 How, by To- morrow ! alack · a- day! Sir, hos 
D. 4. No more ſhall you be troubled with a ſurly Hausband, 
Nell. Lud! how came he to know that? he muſt be a Con- 
jurer! Indeed my Husband is ſomewhat rugged, and in his 
Cops will beat me, but it is not much; he's an boneſt Pains- 
—_ — and I let him have his way. Pray, Sir, take t'o- 
ther Cup of Ale. 
Dec. I thank you believe mz, To-morrow you ſhall be 
the richeſt Woman i'th* Hundred, and ride in your own 


Coach. 
Well. O Father! you jeer me. 
Dock. By Heaven! I do not. But mack my Words, be con- 
fident, and bear all out, or worſe will fullow. 
Nell. Never fear, Sir, I warcant you —<-—— 0 Gemini! 4 
Coach ! 
AIR XV. Send home my tong-ſtcay'd Eyes. 


My ſwelling Heart now leaps with Joy, 
And Riches all my Tong bt employ ; 


V's 
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No more ſhall People call me Nell, 
Her Laayſbip will do 4: well, 

Decbd in my golden, rich Array, 
Fi in my Chariot rell away, 

And ſhine at Ring, at Bail, and Play. 


Eurer Jobſon. 


Jeb. Where is this Quean? Here, Nel! What a Por, are 
you drunk wich your Lamb's Wool? 
Nell. O Husband! here's the rareſt Man —— he has told me 
l Rat ! and has planted my Fortune too, a luſty pair 
e a 
of Horns poo my Head -— Eh 12 not ſo? 
1 Thy Wife is a virtuons Woman, and thoul't be 
7—— 
ob. Come ou Jugler, you cheating 
bambooz! Va muſt de Sele y lch Rogues as 
yon are, Mackmaticians, and Almanoack-makers ? 
Nell. Pr'ythee Peace, Husband, we ſhall be rich, and have 
$a Tor Jade by 
. Coach i | Cart, 4 Wheel-barrow, you — 
the Mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drank, moſt confounded!y 
drank. — Get you to Bed, pet. [ Beats ber. 
: Taſte of my good For- 
tune 


Nell. O Mercy on ns! is this « 
Dock. You had better not have touch'd her, you ſurly 


R 4 
Jeb. Ont of my Houſe, you Villain, or il can my Awl up 


to the Handle in your Battocks, 
Deck. Farewel, you paltry Slave. 
Job, Get out, you 


[Exenss. 


C3 SCENE 


4 
0 
, 


* - Goa 


* 1 The Devil 16 Pay; Or, ; 


| SCENE IV. changes to an open Counery: + 
| Dogo, ſolu. | 
AIR XVI, The Spirit's Song in Macbeth, | 


My little Spirits now appear, 
Nadir end Abiſhog draw wear; 

; The time is ſhort, make no Delay, 
Then quickly haſte and come away : 
Nor Moon, nor Stars afford their Lig 
But all is wrapt in gloomy Night : 
And all things favour my Defign. 


Nadir and Abiſhog appear. 


Nad. Obedient to your Call, we run. 
Abiſh. Say, Maſter, what is to be done 3 
Dot. My ſtrict Commands be ſure attend, 
; For ere this Night ſhall have an end, 
V muſt this Cobler's Wife transform, 
And to the Knight's the like perform: 
With all your moſt ſpecifick Charms, 
Convey each Wife to diff rent Arm1; 
Let the Deluſios be ſo ſtrong, 
That none may know the Right ſrom Wrong. 


N 


Nad. All abis we will with Care performs, 

Abiſh. Is Thander, Lightoing, and a Storm. 

Doft. The Now-con Parſon ſo rige, 
That be may ever rue this Night ; 
Throw him into conun(five Fits, 
And quite bereave him of his Wits ; 
In bideows Forms ſarround his Bed, 
And leave bim little leſs chan dead. 
Let this be done cre Break of Day, 


And then ye may go ſport and play. 
tanbo. We joyfally will «ll obey. | [Exennt. 


SCENE V. Si John's. 


Exter Sir John, Ranger, aud Valentine. 


Sir Joby. Now, Gentlemen, tho“ you have found my Houſe 
in ſome Diſorder, believe my Joy ſincere to ſee two Friends fo 
dear to me. 

Kan. Hir, we meaſure your Pleaſure by the Abundance of 
our own, at ſo happy a Meeting. 

Val. Happy indeed, for five Years are an Age to abſent 
Friends; for Marriage, Travel, Baſincfs, and your Retirement, 
vir John, have thus ſeparated us. 

Hir Jobs. Who for ſeveral Years of Youth and Gajety, were 
never aſunder. 

Ras. I call, methinks, a pleaſant Seaſon back, and here's 8 
Brimmer 0 the Remembrunce of our paſt Pleaſures, 

Sir Jobs. Abont with it. 

Val. But tis now ſo late, Sir, that I fear we ſhall keep you 
too long from your Lady. 

Sir John, Name her not, my Friends, and let me adviſe you 
never to Marry. 

Ran. Why, you have a handſome Lady, and a rich one. 

Sir Fobn. O Gentlemen! I wou'd readily change her for the 
Witch of Exzdor, were ſhe alive. Iam link'd to an Amazonian 
Devil, ſach a perpetua! Vixen, ſach a Shrew, with ſuch an e- 
ternal Tongue! that to be lodg'd in a Paper-Mill wou'd be a 
Bleſſing, in compariſon of her continual Clamour; nay, the 
moſt ſonorous Noiſes in Conſort are ſoft and gentle Harmony, 
to her fingle Voice. 

Val. Sarprizing! And yet, methought, ſhe look'd ſomewhat 
proudly too. 

Ran. Perhaps out Stay may occaſion farther Uneaſineſs; for 
your quiet, Sir, we had better leave you. ; 

C4 Sir Jobs. 
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Sr.. By uo means. —— This Night ſhall be the laft of 
| her art Reign; were 1 mend a fead he home gun 
with ber ſeparate Maintenance, and then we'll! ſpend the Holi, 
days in Mirth and Freedom. iN 


Lacy. Sir, my Lady order'd me to tell you, ſhell tout you 
and your-Companions, 2 any longer. 
Sir Jobn. * it Lucy. — Come, here's t other 
Brimmer to my ſpeedy Deliverance. 
Fal. We pledge you beartily. | 
Sir Lou muſt know then, that I have not only marry'd 
an gable Scold, but a fanatical Chaplain into the Bar- 
gain; therefore beware of a Bigot or zealous Wo for de 
me never ſo wicked herſelf, he is always ſo full of Spiritual 
. ſdery, Sir Jobs Lady ſhou'd be the Subject 
Lem ſorry, Sir Fob, your ' 
of theſe Reflections. 
Sir John. Then there's 8s thing call'd Separate Maintenance; 
- — Invention to make Whores, and even worſe 
e. 
al. I wou'd not marry « Queen upon theſe Conditions. 
a 2 That Man almoſt delerves to be wretched, who will 
not 


ſence, but at his own Coſt. 
12 ight, but above all things avoid a baſe born or ill 
bred Woman, for ſhe will prove a continual Corſe; but one 


that's well bred, by the help of that will behave with ſome Diſ- 
cretion, or good Manners at leaſt, 

Ras.. Come, Sir, hang it! let us drown theſe melancholy 
Speculations in « (zlaſs to their ſhort Duration. 

dir Jobu, With all my Heart; we'll have a Catch too. 


AIRY for 


of gen'rons Wine 


Let dall Feols indulge their Folly 


And at Cares of Life 


In a Glaſi 


Thus 
we'll drown all Melancholy 
* 


1. 
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26 . The Devil to Pay; Or, 
Sir Jahn. Here Lights, =—— Y Or Apartments fre read 
In the 2 Ty wait on you, my Friends. You 72 4 
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The Man who wor'd ſum up in one, 
Al Pigs of Haman Life; 
If he lat weds, as I have done, 
Will find them in a Wife. 
Fair tho' ſhe ſeems in outward Form, 


Be wot by Looks betray d; 
Her Life u one continued Storm 
Which never can be 


The End of the Firſt At. 


ACT 


ACT U. SCENE L 
SCENE & John's Houſe 


Butler, Cook, and Footman, 
BuTLER. 


E have been hard put to it to give theſe Gentlemens 


MW Servants their Bellies full. 


Cook. But at laſt we have ſcrewed them up to 
ſome Tune. 


Foes. I am booty, by the Lord Harry! and ripe for any Miſ- 
chief. What ſay you, ſhall we put our Plot in Execution up- 
on Non-con? | 

Bat. With all my Heart. 


Cook. As fit a time as any. Are our Diſguiſes, and the Jack 
Chains all ready? | 

Foot. They are, I have them here. He muſt be drunk, with 
a Pox to him, and could not ſay Grace. 

Bat. Rot him, an old Dog, he reel'd againſt my Side-board, 
and broke at leaſt twenty Shillings worth of Glaſſes and China; 
and tho* we all ſwore to his being drunk, our pious Lady 
would not believe a Word we laid, Bur call'd us a Pack of per- 
jur'd Rogues, and ſaid the good Man had only eat ſomething 
that did not agree with him. | 
Foot. Ay, when ſhe ſets upon a thing, ſhe will have it her 
own way; and it were but nefs to attempt to convince her 
of her Error. 


| But. Or any Woman elſe, Tom, 


AIR 


When the Mind 
Of Woman”: blind, 
All Demosſtration's vain ; 
She nothing ſees, 
But what will pleaſe 
Her own diftemper” 4 Brain. 
Kaving flill, 
She'll have ber Will, 
Her woiſy Tongue 
Run all Day long, 
And be who ſeeks 
To check ber Freaks, 
At wiſely may defige 
To make the Word 
Of ev'ry Lord 
Paſs current as his Coin, 
The gaming Rake 
His Dice forſake, 
Or Prieſts fall onus with Wine. 


Feet. And that's impoſſible, I'm ſure; no, no, your Dowixe 
ores his Bottle too well to quarrel with it. 

Be. And yet they diſagree ſometimes. 

Foes. Yes, I believe what our Non-con has had don't very 
well agree with him; but my Lady, when he was ſo drunk we 
could not get him to himſelf, would needs have it he was in. 


an Apoplexy. eſs 
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Cook, And made me heat 3 Frying · pan red hot to hold over 
his Pate. 

Foot. She has employ'd her whole Skill in Phyfick upon him, 
and laid a huge Bliſter-Plaiſter between his Neck and Shou 
ders, which I dare ſay wil! make him roar before Morni 

Cook. His Head is raw with the Sindging, and if he not 
began to bawl, | believe ſhe would have carbonado'd him for 
his ApopleQick Drunkenneſs. 

B We ſhall have rare Sport when he wakes. He'll be 
ene ſore, and will wonder what the Devil they have done 
10 mm. 

Cook. He has now almoſt ſlept out his firſt Sleep, he'll wake 
halt ſober, horrid fick, and in great Pain; then will be the fit- 
eſt time for us to begin to per ſecute him. 

Ber. I'm afraid we ſhall diſtract him with the Fright. 

Cook. If we make him mad, he may get ſome Wit by the Bar- 

in; he is vow fo dall a Rogee, that any Alteration muſt be 

= _ he Shapes. 

at. e, put on the 

Fot. Here, the Dog's will fit me; John Cook ſhall be the 
Bear, and you (ha!! repreſent Be/zebab hiuniclf, 

Bat. Agreed; hang on the Chains. Hark how the Rogue 
ſnores, like the Drone of a Begpipe. Let us withdraw into 
our Tyring Room, and then enter. 

[The Scene opens, and diſcovers Ananias i® Bed, the Ser. 
vants enter. 

A. Mr. Chip, why Butler Co, ſome ſmall! Beer, let me 
have an Ocean of Small Beer. 

Bas. He's between ſleeping and waking, now to the Work, 

Ana. Mercy on me! where have I been? I'm all op fir 

Head is on fire; Fire! Fire! Fice! What Noiſe is that 
is Satan, verily; What Fiends are thoſe in Chains? [ 
rattle their Chains.) Oh Faith! Faith! where art thou? Mer- 
q! Mercy! I own | am frail, even as one of the wicked. 
ſpeak to me, Satan; ſweet Satan, dear Satan, (pare me; 
thou miſtakeſt me, tempt me ror, I am not righteous, I am 
wicked, even as one of the Prophane; I am an Hypocrite, 
rerily. Oh! ſpare me, ſweet Satan 
[They pull the Cloaths off the Bed, he holds them with all 
his Swength, and _ | 
Bat. This is enough in the Dark, now let him behold us. 
[Bring in a Lights. 
Ana. Oh! Oh! I conceive there is a Light in the Room, 15 l 
date look out. O terrible! What Fiend is this comes to me? 
t is like a Dog. Oh! I conjure thee, Fiend; ſay what thou 
ut; it thou art a Dog, ſpeak. Oh! Oh 2 
: | vaunt! 
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Avaunt! avaunt! O ſotbear. Now comes i 
chief Devil; I dare ſee no more; ſweet Belzebsb, ſpare me. 
; [ Roars ous, and forinks under the Bedcloathy 
Baz. Art thou a true ſear'd Hypocrite? 
Ans. Yea, Iam, Tam” ; 
But. Fal y zealous, and truly ſeditions ? 
Aus. (hn! Oh! 1 am, Sir. 


Bat. Yo! immoderately 
1 yea, my rer Del t is in Creatvre-Comforts. 
: tha tek hich thou haſt committed Carnalii 
wit "Elders Wives and — and haſt been much give 
eo Concupiſcence? 
Ana. Moſt exceediogly. 
o 5 ; BO uſe not Cos with the Wicked, for fear « 
Ana. No, only with the Righteous. — Good Sir, have don as 
I am half diſſolv . Bu. 
5 By this, thou getteſt thy ſelf made Executor anfgis e 
raſtee ? 
Ana. Oh! yes; it is the chief end of my Profeſſion to pre _ 
on the "ow — 7 an. Foot 
Ber. Oh R 3 8 thunders and lig bien.] Ha! what 
dreadfal Thunder-clap was that 
Foot. What a Storm is riſing ! 
2 „ it hook the ve 
ouſe 
For. Come, let's be gone, we haye tormented bim 


nou 
pH No, no, this will help us better to affright him. 


Bat. The Rogue can't pretend now to rail at auriculgr 
feſſion, who has conſeſſed, as he thinks, to the Devil. 


AIR XX. Dear Pickanivay. 


—— — 


Bu 


U 
II 
1 War 


Lyes without number, 
Such holy Lumber, 
Frame to incumber 
Your Conſcience with Fear t 


- 
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nme whine and ſuivel 

Preach ageinſt Evil, 
br Bar to the Devil 


They're only fincere. [lt thunders again. 
and 


Ana. Oh! I am almoſt dead! ſure the Fiends are gone, 
in rn have carried away one End of the Houſe 
ith Mm. LE 
Bar. Come, let us have t other Bout with the Rog oe. 


Nadir riſes. 


Nad. Ay, come, come. 
Cook, Ha! Tom! what's here? we are four now. 
Foot, I am ſure we were but three. Ha! one, two, three, 


four. 
But Ha! Jes! what's the Meaning of dus? Who is 


Cook, Nay, what-a-Pox know I? I am ſare we were but 

Wihree, we are increaſed one in number. 
Foot. Fangh! what a Stink of Brimitone's here 

. [The Spiris i: placing @ Toad on « Plate, 
Bas. Let's ſee what he is doing. 
Ans. All is filent, I will now out. O Heaven! 
Ned. Here, Parſon, eat this T [ Preſents it ow a Fork. 
What, won't you eat a Toad? 

Bas. Oh! what is this? My Hair begins to ſtand on end. 

Ned. Eat this Toad, I ſay. 

Ana. Oh! no, good Satan, I hate a Toad, it is ſo like Fiſh, 
ad I can't endure Fiſh, becauſe the Papiſts cat ſo much. 
/ -=-y What will no body eat a Toad? [Taras to the reſt. 

we. 
7 — 5 Oh, the Devil! che Devil! 


[They raw out ; Ananias roars; and the Scene fhatr. 


Butler, Cook, ad Footman, re-enter. 
Bat. Help! help! 
Cook, The Devil! the Devil! | 
Foot. If ever I fright any body again, may I ſuffer the Stra- 


0. 
Enter Sir John with a Candle, and his Sword draws, 
Sir 'Fobn. What Noiſes are theſe ? Where are my Servants? 


_ ky you into my Houſe? 
; at. Oh, Sic! there have been ſtrange Diſturbances in the 
beyParſon's Chamber. Hark, Sit! a 


Ans. 


| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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4. [Within.) The Devil! the Devil! Murder! Help! 
Sir Jobm. Hang him! the Rogue's drunk ftill; is it he th 
wa BEN dn, roving, wh Blanket abres bim. 
ee las, roaring, With a 7 
Au. Oh the Devil! the Devi! avoid, thon Tempter. 
Emer Ranger, and Valentine. 
Ras. What is the Matter here? 
_ Pal. Oh, Sit Jol] we have heard ſuch uncommon Noi 
—— Houſe, we thought ſome Rogues were broke into i 
47 74. 1 drunk 
»- I'than a, mlemen, nd, onya a 
Zealot, that is very 5 and troubleſome in his Cups. 
| Ana. Drank! I defy thee, and all thy Works, 
Val. Ha! What Appacition is that? | 
But. Apparition! where, where? 
is it here again? I have ſeen a Viſion d 


Ans. 

2 Jobn. What, of Malt and Hops, Punch and Netz Bru 
dy? or a Fool's Head in 2 Looking -Glaſt? Take him, u 
lock him in hi: Chamber. 

Ana. Have Mercy 8 me! it is haunted with Devils; 
have been tormented all Night. They have laid a Plaiſter 
melted Brimſtone upon my Neck and Shoulders, and ſindg 
my Head with ſulphurous Flames. Oh the Devil, the Devil 

| [The Servants burry him of 

Sir Fobn. I am ſorry, Gentlemen, this fanatick Raſcal ſhoul 
diſturb you; he was drunk laſt Night, and fanſies he's haunce: K 
with Devils; the Rogue is only frighted by the Thunder an 
ns >". at this time of the Year. St 
u. Which has been the ſtrangeſt I ever heard; I thong 
the Houſe would have fallen, or at leaſt part of ir. 

Pal. Such Thunder in this Winter-Seaſon is prodigioo 
methinks it ſhould fright the Women out of their Wits. 

Sir Jobn. | could not wake my precious Dove, ſhe lay as i 
ſhe had been dead. I believe it is her Property to be ſilent in 
Storm, and when every thing elſe is calm, to be in a Tempeſt 
and no body can tell for what Reaſon, but a prepoſterous [i 
clination to domineer. 


AI 
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AIR XXI. Over the Hills and far away. 


When the dreadful Thunder rolls, 
Obedient 'tis to Nature's Laws ; 
But of Storms in Womens Souls, 
No Mortal oft can gueſs the Canſe t 
Far from Reaſon apt to flray, 
. "Gainſt themſelves they idly pray, 
g When they coves Pow'r and Sway, 
Ae find it ſafeſt to obey. 


Sce what's a Clock. 

Serv. Tis within half an Hour of Five, Sir. 

Kar. 'Tis time then to hunt. You told os we ſhould ſee 
your Harriers tun, | 

Sir Jahn. You reſt an Hour ot two longer in your 
Chambers, we have Game enough at Hand. 

Val. As you pleaſe, Sir. . 

Sir Jobs. Bid the Grooms be tcady; do you cull os, Batler ; - 
and Cook, get ſomething for Breakfaſt. Come, Gentlemen, we 
go one way. [ Exennt Omer. 


Euter Nadir #nd Abiſhog. 


Nad. Spirit! well met, tis time we now be gone, 
Our Maſter's Work of Transſotmation's done. 4 


\ D AIR 


Adiſh. The Charm on the Women is now wrought ſo ſure, 
For the Time it intended, it's like to endure, 
That Madam ij damm d termagant Air it may cure. 
With an np and down, hey derry, &c. 


Nad. The poor Cobler*s Wife, in ber Ladyſhip's Place, 
No Eye ubatſoe er can diſtinguiſh her Face, 
Nor will ber mild Temper her Title diſgrace, 
With an up. aud down, hey derry, &c. 


Abiſh. *Fore Night we again muſt transform them anew ; 
We att thus like Mlortali, in all things you view, 
Whoſe Buſineſs is ever to do, and undo, 
With an up and down, bey derry, &c. 


SCENE changes ie the Cobler's Houſe. Jobſon at 
work. The Bed in view. 


Job. What Devil has been abroad To- night? I never heard 
ſuch Claps of Thunder in my Life. I thought my little Hovel 
would have flown away; but now all is clear again, and a fine 
Star-light Morning it is. I'll ſettle my (elf to Work. Winter's 
Thunder is Summer's Wonder. 


AIR 


Of all the Trades from Zaſ to N, 
The Cobler's paſl contending, 

It like in time to prove the beſt, 

Which cvry Day is mending. 

How great bis Praiſe who can amend 
The Soals of all bir Neighbours, 

Nor is anmindſul of his End, 
But to bi: Loſt ftill labour. 


L ady. Heyday | what impudent Ballad-finging R ogue is that, 
— es wake me out of my Sleep? I'll have you flead, you 

aſ(cal, 

Job. What-a-Pox, does ſhe talk in her Sleep? or is ſbe 
drunk (till ? [ Sings. 

Lady. Why, Villain, Raſcal, Screech-Owl, who na . 
worſe Noiſe than a Dog hang in the Palcs, ora Hog in a high 
Wind. Where are all any Some body come and 
hamſtring this Rogue. { Kmock:. 


D f Job. 


_— - 
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, Why, how now, you brazen Quean! You muſt 
det with the Conjorer, maſt you? Pl give you * 
nother time to ſpend in Lambs - Wool, you ſaucy Jade, 


ſhall 1? k | 
Lady. Monft'rous! What Dog is this? I can find no Bell 


— ring. Where are my Servants ? They ſhall cofs him in 3 
lanket. f 
ob. Ay, the Jade's aſleep ſtill; the Conjuror told her ſhe 
Pers end has Coach, and ſhe is dreaming of her mqu fone: 
s. 


Lady. Why, Husband! Sic Fohn!- 
thus inſulted: 


| you ſuffer me to 


in the Bed. Heaven! where 
Smells are here? Ninking Les- 
ther Breeches, and Leather /Apron ; Canvaſe Sheets, a fil- 
thy ragged Curtain; a Rog, and a Flock Bed. Am 1 
awake, or is it all a Dream hat Rogue is that? Sirrah! 
2 am I? Who brought me hither? What Raſcal are 
you 
Fob. This is amazing, I never heard ſuch Words from her be- 
fore. If I take my Strap to you, I'll make you know your Hus- 
band, I'll teach you better Manners, you ſaucy Drab. 

Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing Impudence! You my Husband, Sirrah? 
I'll have you hang'd, you e; 'ma Lady. Let me know 
who has given me a ſleeping Draught, and coavey'd me hither, 
you dirty Varlet? | 
Job. A ſleeping Draught! yes, yon drunken Jade, you had a 

ſleeping Draught with a Pox to you. What, has not your 
Lambs-Wool done working yet? 

Lady. Where am I? Where has my villanons Husband put 
me? Lucy! Lettice! Where are my Queans? | 

Fob. Ha, ha, ha! what does ſhe call her Maids too? The 
Conjurer has made her mad as well as drunk. 

Lady. He talks of Conjurers; ſure I am bewitch'd. Ha! 
What Cloaths are here? a Lindſey-woolſey Gown, a Calicoe 
Hood, a red Bays Petticoat, and Shoes with Hobnails in 'em; 
I am remov'd from my own Houſe by Witchcraft. What muſt 
I do? What will become of me? 

ob. Hark! the Hunters and the merry Horns are abroad. 
hy Nell, you lazy Jade, tis break of Day; to Work, to 
Work, come, and ſpin, > Drab, or I'll tan your Hide for 
you: What a Pox, muſt | be at work two Hours before you in 
a Morning? 


Lady. 
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Lady. Why, Sirrah, thou impudent Villain, doſt thou not 
know me, Rogue? 

J.. Know you, yes, | know you well enough, and Ill make 


you know me before I have done « rt x 
Lady. I am Sir Fobn Lovernic's y; how came [ here? 
Fob. Sir Jobs Lovernle's Lady! no Nell, not quite ſo bad 

neither; that damn'd, ſtingy, facatick Whore plagues every one 
at comes near her, the whole Country curſes her. 

_, then I'll hold no longer; you Rogue, you inſo- 


th 
we 
lent Villain, Il teach you better Manners. 
[ Flings Bedflaff and other things at bim. 
ob, This is more than | ever ſaw by her, I never had an ill 
ord from her before. Come, Strap, I'll try your Mettle; 


Ill ſober you, I warrant you, 
* 7 DS. i; fie flo oo dis. 


He ; 
'n pull your Toros out; T teur out your Eyes; 
Lover ale 


I'm a Ledy, Sirrah. Oh, Murder! Murder! Sir 7 
will hang you for this; Murder | Murder! 


Enter Gaffur Dangfork. 


Dung. What is the Matter here, Neighbour Foh;ow I was 
going to fodder my Cattle, and heard Murder cried oat. 


| 2 Here, you Fellow, do you know Sir Jobw Love 


Dung. Know him! ay, he is my Landlord, and an honeſt 
Gentleman he is, as any in the County. 

Fob. Pr'ythee don't mind her, Neighbour, ſhe got drank laſt 
Night with a Conjurer, and is half mad ill. 

Lady. I'm Sir Jobn Loverule's Lady, brought hither.l know 
not how, to be abus'd and beaten by this audacions Villain. 

Job. Look you, did I nor tell you ſhe was mad? Come, 
Huſſy, I ſhall fetch you to your Spindle. 4 

Dang. Hold you, Neighbour, this is « pretty Whirligig ; [ 
know my Lady, and you too; Goody Fobſon, well enough; 


I am ſorry to ſce this. My Lady, quoth ſhe 
Looks at ber tyith a Candle. 


Jeb. What a Por, do you think I don't know my own Wife? 


That Mole under her left _ 
Dang. My Lady! no, Neighbour Fobſon, thou art a better 
Woman, no Diſparagement to her; ſhe's the confoundedſt Jade 
_ e'er came into the Parih, the whole Country curſes 
er. 
Fob. Ay, a Pox on her, ſhe gave me three or four damn'd 


Blows on the Pace laſt Night, iu het own Houle. 


D 3 Lady. 


„ „ Kͤ — — . - 
* 1 


38 The Deuii 10 Pay; Or 
; I remember you 
in bed, lat Night; Fi give you 64 ye you tht Bows 


vill exec) m6 home ouala am ſhe indeed. 
as . Why, 24 "ink 1 am blind I tell you, I 


know my Lady, a plaguy Queen, the whole Country rings 


of her. 
Lady. This is 8 Conſpiracy of R 
| [She falls apom the — and beats him. 
Doe: 1 the be not my Lady, ſhe has learnt Wen. 
elp, he 

Lady. . this m rillanous Husband's Revenge upon me? 
Here are Cloaths Faugh! Oh, miſerable Woman | I 
ſhall be deliyer'd, and make them rue for this Uſage of me. 

Euter Jobſon, with a Spindle. 

Job. Come, Huſly, leave Fooling, and come to your Spin- 
ning, or elſe I'll lamb ou, you ne'er were ſo lamb'd fiace you 
were an Inch long. Take it up, you Jade. 

Ihe King it down, be ſtraps ber. 
Lady. Hold, hold, I'll do auy thing, 


Fob. Oh! I thought I ſhould bring you to your ſelf again, 
wet What ſhall I do? I can't Spin. [Afide. 
Job. 111 into my Stall; 'tis broad Day, now. 


[ Works and ſings. 
AIR XXIV. Come, let us prepare. 


— : "I 
Let Matters of State 
Dyſquiet the Great, 


The Cobler has nought ts lex bi 
Has nought Fs his W742 mY 
To raffle his Life, 
And ber he cas flrap if ſhe vex bim. 
He's 


The Wives Mn urpbor . 
* . He's ont of the Pow'r 
Fortune, (het hore, 
Since low a: can be, ſbe har thraft bins; 
From Duns be feenre, 


For being fo peer, 
There't nene to be found that will truſt him. 


Heyday, I think the Jade's Brain is turn'd. What, have you 
forgot to Spin, Hully ? 
Lady. But I have not to run. Il e'en try my Feet; 


I ſhall find ſomebedy in the Lowa, ſure, that will our me. 
| She run our. 


Fob. What, does ſhe run for it? Til after ber. 
| [He rans ons, 
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SCEN E changes to Sir John's Houſe, Nell 
in Bed. 


Nell. What plesſant Dreams I bave had To-oight! Me- 
thought I was in Paradife, upon a Bed of Viotets and Roſes, 
and the ſweeteſt Husband by my Side. Ha! bleſs me, where 
am I now? What Sweets are theſe? No Garden in the Spring 
can equal them; not new blown Roſes with the Morning Dew 
upon them. Am | on a Bed? The Sheets are Sarſenet ſure 
no Linen ever was ſo fine. What a gay, ſilken Robe have [ 
ot? Oh Heaven! I dream! Nothing but Gold, and Lace, 
mbroidery and Fringe. If this be a Dream, I wonld not wiſh 
to wake again. Oh what fine gold carv'd Work is there! Oh, 


Farther! there's a Glaſs ! there's a ſumptuous Carpet upon the 
Table! and all Silver Plate! Sute, I died laſt Night, md went 


to Heaven, aud this is it, 


D4 AIR 


— — — * 
2 * « I" 


F TT 
—— — —2ͤ— + vii logs, — — — — 


AQ). Ga” 
—_— upto 
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= wu * AE... 
- - — . 


— _— — 
„ 


Sate I am awake; I remember the 
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AIR XXV. When afl was wrapt. 


1 | 


| Save all is Paradiſe around, | 


Where er I caft my Eyes, 
New Beauties: do my Senſe confound, 
And fill me with Sarprize. 
Te Pow'rs! let all things real ſeem, 
' To come, as well as paſt; | 


Or if is proves but all a Dream, 
O make it ever laſt! 


Euter Lucy. ts 
* er * 2 wi Ron In wa; lie = 8 
n till Midnight, at ſooneſt; rſt Greeting, I ſuppoſe, will 
ade, cor Whore. Madam! Madam f 
af 4 Oh Gemini! who's this? What do'ſt ſay, Sweet- 
rt 
Lucy. Sweetheart! Oh Lud, Sweetheart! the beſt Names 
I have had theſe three Months from her, bave been Slut, or 
_ What Gown and Ruffles will your Ladyſhip wear 
o- da 
Nell. What does ſhe mean? Ladyſhip! Gown! and Ruffles 
-Man, now. 


Lacy. Did your Ladyſhip ſpeak ? 
Nell. Ay, Tila, Tl wor the ſame I did Yeſterday. 
Lacy. Mercy upon me! Child! Here's a Miracle! 


Enter Lettice. | 


Let. Is my Lady awake? Haye you had her Shoe or her Slip- 
per flung at your Head yet? + 
1 Irc. 


MT mJ 
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Lacy. Oh, no, I'm overjoy'd; ſhe's in the kindeſt Humour! 
go to the Bed and to her, now is your time. 
Let. Now's my Time! what, to have another Tooth beat 
out Madam? 
Nell. What doſt ſay, my Dear?, Father! what would the 


have? 
Let. What Work will Ladychip be pleas'd to have done 


To-day? Shall I work Plain-wor bod —borky- bor ang 
Nell. Work, Child! 'tis Holiday; no Work To-dey. 
Let. Oh Mercy! am I, or She awake? or do we both dream? 

Here's a bleſt | 


Lacy. If it continues, we ſhall be a happy Family. 
Ester Boy, with Biller: 


Boy. Now I ſhall be condemn'd to the Dog-Whip, perhaps 
for « Breakfaſt . 

Nell. Who's that ! 

Boy. Some Billets, Madam, for the Fire. 

Nell. That's a good Boy. 

* Lud! Ave | Is that my Lady? 1 8 

- Pry't weetheart, give me my s, 

can't abide tein Bed. : * 

Lucy. Have I my Senſes, or no? 

Nell. This was a rare Cunning-Man. He faid I muſt bear 
it out; but | am ſo amazed, I know not what todo, [ Afide. 

cod Here's your Ladyſhip's Gown. 

E854, 


| ſhan't know my Self? | 
Let. Your Ladyſhip's Chocolate is ready. 
Nell. Mercy on me! what's that? Some Garment, I ſup- 
poſe. [ Afide.] Put it on then, Sweetheart. 
#.., Put it on, Madam! I have taken it off, "tis ready to 
ns. 


Nell. I mean, put it by, I don't care for drinking now. 


Euter Boy, and Cook. 


Cook. Now go l like a Bear to the Stake, to know her Scut- 
vy Ladyſhip's Commands about Dinner. How many taſcally 
Names muſt I be call'd ? 

Boy. You're miſtaken, there never was ſuch a 
ey nothing but Goodneſs ; "twill rejoice you to 
peak. 

Cook. Do you banter, you Baſtard? I'll log your Ears, Sir- 
rh, if you play the Rogue with me. 


Le. 


| 


Where are my Eyes? This is a Robe fit for an Angel. 
. 
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Les. Oh, Cook! you'll be out of your Wits to find tay 
Lady in ſo ſweet a Temper, 

Cook. What a Devil, are they all mad? 

Lacy. Madam, here's the Cook come about Dinner. 
| Nell. Oh! there's « fine Cook ! He looks like one of your 
Gentlefolks. [A/fide.) Indeed, honeſt Man, I'm very hungry 
nor, * — r upon the Coals, a piece of one milk 
Cheeſe, ſome white Bread. 

Cook, Hey! what's to do here? my Head turns round. Ho- 
neſt Man! I look'd for Rogue or Raſcal, at leaſt. She's 
ſtrangely changed in her Diet, as well as her Humour. [ Afde.} 
I'm afraid, Madam, Cheeſe and Bacon will fit very heavy on 
your Ladyſhip's Stomach, in a Morning. If you pleaſe, Ma- 
dam, I'll toſs you up a white Fricaſee of Chickens in a trice, 
an or what does your Ladyſhip-think of a Veal Sweet 
Nell. E'en what you will, good Cook. 

Cook. Good Cook! good Cook! Ah! 'tis a ſweet Lady. 


Euter Butler. 


Oh! kiſs me, Cb, Iam out of my Wits; we have the kind- 
eſt ſweeteſt Lady. 

Bat. You ſhamming Rogue, I thick you are ont of your 
Wits, all of ye; the Maids look merrily too. ; 
Lacy. Here's the Butler, Madam, to know your Ladyſbip's 

ers. | 

Nell. Oh! pray Mr. Bazler, let me have ſome Small Beer 
when my Breakfaſt comes in. 

3 r. — 2 * * ſhall be 7 into Stone 
mazement. de. onld not ip rather 
have a Glaſs of Fa or Lacryme? WE TOveY 

Nell. O dear! what hard Names are there; but I muſt not 
betray my ſelf. [Aſide.}) Well, which you picaſe, Mr. Butler. 


Emer Coachman. 


Bat. Go, get you in, and be rejoiced as I am. 
| Coach. The Cook has been making his Game I know not 
how long, What, do you banter too? 
Lacy. Madam, the Coachman. 
Coach. I come to know if your Ladyſhip goes ont To-day, 
and which you'll have, the Coach, or Charict 
| — Good lack- a-Day! Iil ride in the Coach, if you 
pleaſe. | 
Coach. The Sky will fall, that's certain. [ Exe. 
Nell. I can hardly think I am awake yet. How well my 
«a. ec 


The Wroes Metamorp hoc d. 


ſed they all ſeem to wait upon me! O notable Cunning- man 
My Head turns round; I am quite giddy with amy own Happi- 
neſs; I'll. retire, aud give Heaven Thanks for this. [Afede.] 
Where's the Common- r Book ? 

Lacy. Common-Prayer Book! Here's a Turn! What wil 
— rg ſay | [ Aſide.) Your Ladyſhip has none, but here's my 

er s. 

Nell. Thank you, Sweetheart. Nell goes ent. 

Lacy. Well, my Lady is now ſo kind, one would go theo” 
Fire and Water to ſerve her; bat before, all her Commands 
were Burthens to ev'ry one. 


AIR XXVI Wong 1 gaze on Chee trembling. 


All umwilling, pay Submiſſiow, 
When their Rulers are ſevere; 
Mes bewail their hard Condition: 
If Oblig'd to a thro Fear. 
Tyrants may find ont Expedients, 
Service to extort by Force! 
Tet the Mind yields no Obedience, 


Bat where Love diredli its Comrſe, 
Enter 
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Euter Sir John, Ranger, and Valentine. 


Sir Fobn. How do you like our Sport, Gentlemen? I think B 
we have had a ſmart Turn or two. 
Ran. | never foliow'd IP. | 
Val. I hate your meer fleet that kill preſently in view, 95 
*tis no better than Courfing. , 
Sir Jobs, Methinks there's a Pleaſure to ſee them hit it of 
at a Fault, as well as in Riding. 
Pal. And to ſee the Shifts — Doubles an old Hate will make 
for her Life, faith, is ſurprizing. | 
Sir Jobs. To-morrow, Gentlemen, you ſhall ſee my Fox. 
Hounds run, and then I will lead you a Dance. Hunting is to 
me the moſt agreeable Diverſion, as well as who Ex- 
erciſe the Country affords, 


AIR XXVII. Whilſt the Town agrees with Poll. 


Hounds and Horns o'er Plains reſounding 
Echoes from the Hilli rebounding, 
Fill the Spertſman i Heart with Joy; 


The Wroes Metamorpbor d. 


Let, while ts the Chace invit ing, 
Health and Pleaſure are aniting, 
bops-v'er Tua their Time defiroy, 


Bat. Oh, Sir! here's the raceſt News! 
Lucy. There never was the like, Sir; you'll be overjoy'd and 


ma d. 
Sir Fobu. What, are you mad? What's the matter with ye? 


of Euter Coachman, and more Servant. 
Ake How now! here's a new Face in my Family ; what's the Mean- 
og of all this? 
ox- Bar. Oh, Sir! the Family is turn'd upſide down. We are 
to umoſt diltratted ; the happieſt People 
I- Lacy. Ay, my Lady, Sir, my Lady. 
Sir 5.15 What, is ſhe dead? 
But. Dead | Heaven forbid ; O (he's the beſt of Women, 
the ſweeteſt Lady 
Lucy. The deareſt, kindeſt Lady; and you the happieſt Man 
ring. She has obliged us lo, we could all live and die with 


1 4 all of us; Long live her Ladyſhip. Heaven bleſs 
| ip. 

But. I could kiſs the Ground ſhe goes on. 

Les. I could lick the Dirt off her Shoes; ſhe is the gentleſt 
Lady treating, . 

Str * ray give me Breath a little. What do you 

An 

But. Tis true, Sir, by all the Wine in my Cellar; go into 

your ſelf, and be witneſs of her Converſion. None bet 
Heaven could work ſuch « Miracle. 

Sir Jobs. This is aſtoniſhing! Gentlemen, you ſee I am 
nuch ſurprized ; if you pleaſe to dreſs, I'll go in the mean tune 
id enquire into this Wonder, 

Lacy. Sir, you may pull off your Boots and Dreſs firſt, for 
he's at Prayers with the Common-Prayer Book in her Cloſer. 

Sir Jobu. How! Common-Prayer Book New Prodigies! 
What miraculous Power has wrought ſo great a Change in ber? 
ly Friends, if this be ttue, I ſhall rezoice indeed. 

But. "Tis true, Sir, upon Honour. Long live Sir Richard 
d wy Lady! Huzzah! Exit Sir Richard. 
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AIR 


V 


Devil to Pay Ox, 
VIII. Bath Medley, 


Lacy. Like Felows, or Debtors, 
r and Fetters, 
We long have bern mourning ; 
Now Freedom's returning, 
Less bleſs our Cndition, 
Aud, witbout Divifton, 
Unite all, our Love and our Duty #6 ſhow, 


But. Lite Slaves in a Galley, 
We've been abus'd daily, 
But now with kind Treatment our Courage we'll ra 
Let. Let's join then in Chorus, 


Since nou we've before us, 


A Profped? of ending our Pains and our Wa: 
The End of the Second AFR, 


nnen 
scENE Sr John's Houſe. 


Nell and Lucy. 


NETLII. 


WELL remember the Cunning-Man warn'd me to bear 

all out with Confidence, or worſe, he ſaid, wou'd follow. 

I am aſham'd, and know not what to do with all this Ce- 
emony: I am amaz d, and out of my Senſes, I look'd in the 
/afs, and ſaw a gay-finething | knew not; methought my Face 
was not at all like that I have ſeen at home in a piece of Look- 
ng-Glaſs faſten d upon the C But great Ladies, they 
y, have flattering Glaſſes, that ſhew them far unlike them- 
elves, whilſt poor Folks Glaſſes repreſent them e' en juſt as 
ey are. 


AIR XXIX. When 1 was a Dame of Honour. 


Fine Ladies with an artful Grace, 
Diſpmiſe each native brature ; 

Whillt flatt\ring Glaſſes ſbe the Face, 
Amade by Art, not Nature: 


Bus 
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But we poor Folks in home: ſpun Grey, 
By Patch ner Waſhes tainted, 

Look freſh and ſweeter far than they, 
That ſtill are finely painted. 


Lacy. O Madam! here's my Maſter juſt return'd from Hunt 

ng. ; 

Enter Sir John. 

Nell. O Gemini! this good Gentleman my Husband ! 

Sir John. My Dear, I am overjoy'd to ſee my Family thus 
tranſported with Ecſtaſy which you occaſion'd. 

Nell. Sir, I ſhall always be proud to do every thing that may 
give you Delight, and your Family Satis faction. 

Sir John, By Heaven! I am charm'd; dear Creature, if thou 
continueſt thus, I had rather enjoy thee than the Indien. But 
can this be real? May I believe my Senſes ? 

Nell. All that's good above can witneſs for me, I x ear» 

. veel. 

Sir Jebn. Riſe, my Deareſt ; but what has wrought to admi- 
table a Change in ſo ſhort a time? 

* Alas, Sit! I never did offend you, nor any Body 
elle. 

Sir Jobn. What does ſhe mean? [ Aſide.] I have not known 
a Calm within my Houſe theſe fix Weeks betore; but Yeſternight 
you triumph'd over me, and all my Family; was not that an 
- Offence? | 

Nell. It was not I, I fare was not my ſelf then: Indeed I 
find my ſelf ſo much alter'd, that I ſcarce know who I am; 'tis 
ſure Heaven's Doing, and | can never have another Mind, ti] 

ſtrange I ever had, methinks. 28 

Sir Jobn. Now am I happy indeed; Joy! Joy! Oh Heart, 
make room for Joy, or twill overwhelm me I can ſcarce 
contain my ſelf. Where are my Friends, my Servants? call 

em all, and let them be Witneſſes of my Happineſs. 

Nell. O Lud! how ſhall I behave my ſelf before theſe Gen- 
tlefolks? DAſiae. 

Sir Jobn. And wilt thou never quarrel with me more, not 
ſhew thy Fury amongſt the Servants ? | 

Nell. O Lud! Ichide! Þll cut my Tongue out firſt. 

Sir Fobn. Sure, *twas an Angel ſpoke within thee. Thou art 
now the beſt of all thy Sex; and I hope you are at laſt convinc'd 

that the Fanatick Chaplain was drunk ll Night. Wou'd you 
but conſent that I ſnhou'd diſcharge him, there wou'd then be 
nothing wanting to compleat my Happineſs. 


„ £42 oi 


| Nell. 
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Nell. Yes, Heaven forbid elſe; what, ſhall I diſobey my 


Lord and Maſter? 
Sir Fobn. Thus let me embrace my deareſt Love, and here O 


ſeal this Promiſe with a Kiſs. _ - 
Nell. O rare, ſweet Man! he ſinells all over like a Noſe- 


gay. Heaven preſerve my Wits. 


AIR XXX. *Twas within a Furlong, tr. 


* 


Nell. O charming Canning-Man! thou hat been wond'rox: kind, 
And all thy golden Words do now prove true I find; 
Ten thouſand Tranſports wait, 
T crown my happy State, 
— Ths kiſi'd, and preſs'd, 
And doubly bleſi'd 
In all this Pomp and State : 
New Scenes of Fay ariſe, 
Which fill me with Surprite; 
My Rock, and Reel, 
And Spinning-Wheel, 
And Huthand I deſpiſe; 
Then Jobſon, wow adiex, 
Thy Cobling flill purſue, 
For hence I will not, cannot, no, nor muſt not buckle to. 


Ester Ranger, Valentine, and Servants, 


Sir Jobs. Welcome, my Friends, behold this Day here ſtands 


the happieſt Man the Sun ſhines on: I am even tranſported be- 
E yond 
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ſelf: 1 here proclaim 2 Jubilee to all my Family; 
| in all the Country, and let my Doors be open to al! 
ſend fot Fiddles, Trumpets, and every Inſtrument to proclaim 
my Joy; let all the Bells in the Hundred ring: Here, Gentle- 
men, is the beſt of Women, the kindeſt Wife, and the gent leſt 
Miſtreſs in the World to her Family ; to her I owe this abun- 
dant Felicity. 

Nell. Dear Sir, you put me out of Countenance, I bluſh, 
and am ſorry I ever anger d you; but indeed I'll do you all the 
Good I can hereafter. 

Serv. Bleſs my good Lady! Long live her Ladyſhip! We'll 
live and die with her. | 

Sir Jobu. My Dear, you forget you affronted theſe Gentle. 
men laft Night, pray make an Apology to 'em. 

Nell. Gentlemen, I am ſorry I was ancivil, I was not my 
ſelf, and hope yow'l! forgive me. ok, 

Rang, We are your Ladyſhip's humble Servants; and do now 
ney ſhare the Joy which poſſeſſes the Family. 

Joy, Joy to the Bridegroom and the Bride, for now 'tis 

2 new and happy Wedding. 

Sir John. Tis true, ſome three Months fince I eſpous'd her 
Body, but now Pm marry'd to her Mind; this is a perfect Wed- 
ding, my Friend. Go fend for all my Tenants, there fhall be 
nouyght but Feaſts and Revels here. [Exeunt Servants. 

Nell, This will be a brave time; how I ſhall joy to ſee it. 


AIR XXXIT. What tho' I am a Country Laſs. 


y 

Tho' late I tas a Cobler*s Wiſe, " 

| In Cottage moſt obſcure- a, | 

In plain-fluff” Gown, and ſhort-ear'd Coif, 
Hard Labour did endure-a: 

The Scene is chang'd, I'm alter'd quite, 
And from poor bumble Nell-a, 

47% learn to dance, to read, and write, 


Aud from all bear the Bell-s. A 
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A Floariſh of Mafick without. Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, the Fidlers were going by the Honſe, having heard 
my Lady did not love Mufick, but I thought it proper to call 
em 


in. 
| ** You did well: Don't you love Muſick, my 
Nell. Nothing better, Sir. 
Sir Fobn. Let em enter. Now, Gentlemen, you ſhall hear 
an unfaſhionable Song in praiſe of Marciage, a Piece of my own 
Poetry in my laſt Wives time. 


Enter Maſicł. 
AIR XXXII. If Love the Virgin's Heart invade. 
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Let the vain Spark conſume his Store, 

In keeping an expenſive Whore, 

For others to employ: : 

For all thoſe Snares and Baits he pays, 

Which ſhe for other Gallants lays, 
And be muſt leaſt enjoy. 


While we with Reaſon bleſs the Fate, 
That brings us to the Marriage State, 
The only happy Life ; : K 
Not all th* Enjoyments of a King, 
Hi Wealth, his Pow'r, ſuch Joy cam bring, 
As does a tender Wife. 


Bet. Sir, ſome of your Country Neighbours, heating of the 
happy Change in your Family, defire to be admitted. 
TE 5 ; Sir Jobn, 


N 
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Si Joby. Let em come in. [A Dance. 
Ester Ananias, urapt up in his Nightcap. 


Ana. What meaneth this lewd Noiſe, this moſt prophane, a- 
bominable Singing and Jigging? Lady, I muſt rebuke thee, in 
pure Zeal I muſt rebuke thee ; I cannot bear it. V 

Sir Jobn. Thou inſolent Fool, be filent ; I will have no Law- I the 
breakers, no canting Hypoerites within my Walls; you were ac! 
drunk laſt Night, you Swine. Isen 
Ana. I defy thy Words, thy falſe Maledictions; it was aFir, Im. 
I] was taken with a Fit; a moſt grievious Fit. Lady, what ſay 
you? Are you becoine like one of the wicked ones? 

Nell. I will obey my Lord and Malter; his Will is mine. 

Sir John. Retire to your Chamber, you Sot, and To-morrow 
I will 1 * mote of my Mind. 

Ana. What's this! ſhe is not what ſhe was, ———— Jampridem 
mulieri ne credas ne mortuæ quidem. I may not go, I wil! 
not retire; my Zeal telleth me I muſt cebuke thee, and I will 
thunder in thine Ears exceedingly. | 

Sir John. Turn him out. 

Aua. I may not, will not $0; I ſay I muſt not retire; my 
Zeal tranſporteth me, I am become futious. 
gx [They thruft him out, 


Enter the Lady's Father. 


Sir Jobn. You are welcome, doubly welcome: 1 ſent for 
you upon a different Occaſion to what now offers; kind Fate 
has order d things much for the better, and we are all tranſported 
with exceſs of Joy. My Dear, ſalute your Father. 

Nell. Good Heaven! my Father! What meaneth this ? Sure 
I ſhall be diſtracted; but I mult bear it out. [ Afide.} 

| [ She kneel:, 

Fath. How! What's all this? "tis ſuperſtitious, and ſavours 
of Idolatry. | 

Sir John. Tis nothing more, Sir, than her great Humility. 

Farb. I like it not. x 

Nell. I ſhall endeavour then to pleaſe you, Sir. 

Fath. 'Tis well; I am glad to ſee you and my Son-in-Law; 
but what's the Cauſe of this unwonted Joy and Tranſport ? 

Sir Jobn. The Cook has knock'd to Dinner; pleaſe to walk Yr 
in, Sir, you ſhall there have & full Account, aud be a Witneſs mut 
of our Happineſs. | [ Exennt. 


SCENE] 2 


ce. 
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SCENE II. Jobſon's Houſe. 


Enter Lady. 


Was ever Lady yet ſo miſerable? I can't make one Soul in 


the Village acknowledge me; they ſure are all of the Conſpi- 
racy. This wicked Husband of mine has laid a deviliſh Plot a- 


zainſt me; I muſt at preſent ſubmit, that I may hereafter have 
an Opportunity of executing My 


AIR XXXIlI. Sawyy was tall, c. 


Was Woman &er abus'd like me, 

 Convey'd thus into Filth and Noiſe, 

And cheated into Miſery, 

A Stranger to my former Joeys: 

My Spouſe a Cobler, black as Hell, 

That flraps me with ſo good a Grace, 
But if I dow't his Courage quell, 

They may I never quit this Place. 


Here comes the Rogue; I'll have him ſtrangled; but now 1 
muſt yield. 


Enter Jobſon. 


, 
Jeb. Come on, Nell, art thou come to thy ſelf yet? 
Lady. Yes, I thavk you, I wonder what I ail'd; this Cun- 
ning-Man has put Powder in wy Drink, moſt certainly. 
3 Fob, 


Job. Powder! the Brewer put good ſtore of Powder of Malt 
in it, that's all, Powder, quoth ſhe! ha, ha! 
Lady. I never was ſo all the Days of my Life. | 
Fob. Was ſo, no, nor I hope ne'er will be ſo again, to put 
me to the trouble of rapping you ſo deviliſhly. 
Lac. I'll have that right Hand cut off for that, Rogue. 
TOE x iſe — ſo. 3 | So 
. Why, faith, I'm ſorry for it; you 4 
of Good tho”; why, you won'd have been mad, and bee call'd 
your ſelf my Lady Loversle till this time elſe; come, come, 
why don't you ſpin? | | 
4. I can't, you have bruis'd my Arms ſo; when they ate 
well, Fl] work hard. | | 
Fob. That's my good Girl; I'll buy ſome Plumbs to make 
_ . minc'd Pie: Come, let's be Friends, faith, kiſs and 
nds, 
Lady. O curſed, impudent Raſcal! What does he (ay? 
Tarur from bim. 


Jeb. Noy, Pr'ythee now, faith, I won't ak thee ſo any 
mere. 


Lady. I muſt ſtay till this be well before I forget it. 

Fob. Nounz! if you go to that, I will kiſt you. 

2 | XT ber, aud ſmacks. 

Lady. Oh, foh! how the Beaſt ſtinks of Cheeſe, Leather A- 
pron, Pitch, Greaſe, foul Linen, and old Shoes. [ Afide, 


Enter Goffar Dungfork. 


Dang. Why, Neighbour Fobſox, why don't you put on your 
Band, And go to the Hall Place? - $a. 

ob. What's the matter? 

ung. Matter! why there's ſuch a Change, they are all ont 
of their Wits; there's open Houſe to be kept till Candlemas 
next; all the Tenants are ſent for, you'll loſe your Dinner. 

Lady. What do I hear? Diſtraction! Here's fine Work 
indeed. 

Job. What the Devil's the Occaſion of all this? Is that 
damn'd Jade my Lady dead? 

Dang. Nay, I know not, but hope ſhe is with all my Heart, 
for ſhe was a bitter bad one; but we ſball hear anon, when we 
come there. Don't you hear the Bells ring? hark! and 
there's Ocder given for all the Pariſhes hereabouts to ting; be- 
ſides, Barrels of Beer, Flaggons of Brandy, and Alms to the 
Poor are order'd in abundance. 

Lady. Death and DiſtraQtion ! —— Here's a Rout when I'm 

; did they pack me away for this? I ſhall have all my E- 
nie tun out at this rate. 


Dung. 


r =. D.,d 


ed 


The Wives Metamorphosd, og 

Dang. Come, come, make haſte. | 
Legs Husband, ſhan't I go with you? 

Fob. What the Devil ails thee now? Did I not tell thee but 
Yeſterday, I won'd ſtrap thee for deſiring to go, and art thou 
at it again, with a Pox? 

\ Lab i docs the Villain mean by Strapping, and Yeſter- 

n Why, 1 have been marry'd but fix Weeks, and 52 
long to make me a Cuckold already. Stay at home and be 


hang'd, there's good cold Pie in the Cupboard, but I'll truſt 
thee no more with ſtrong Beer, Huſſy. 


AIR XXXIV, There was a Maid in the Weſt. 


If you marry a Wife, * 
Buxom, young, and tender, 

She'll be wanton for Life, 
And the Deel can't mend ber. a 


If foe's ugly andold, 


Then reſolve to leave ber; 


But if ſhe proves 4 Scold, 
She will plagne you for ever. 


* Bn Well, you will have your way, I muſt do what you 


me. 
Fob. That's a good Wench. By to you. Come N. 
it. 
Lady. And Il! not be long after you; ſure 1 ſhall get ſome 
a — own Family to know me, they can't be all in this wick». 
ed Plot, 


Eg AIR 
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AIR XXXV. The Badgeon it is a fine Trade. 


Te ravife'd from my Huband's Arms, | 
To dwell in Stench and Pain; 

Fu break thro all their Magick C barms, 

And Liberty regain. 


| Thew ſweet Revenge ſhall calm my Her, 
Ang every Grief aſſiuage; 
1} hilft all who did my Bliſs oppoſe, 
Shall feel my pow'rful Rage. (Exit, 


SCENE III. Sir John's. 


Sir John and Company at Dinner. 


Fath. Son-in-Law, what is become of Mr. Anaviasr? Me- 
thinks I have not eaten with an Appetite, becauſe he bleſſed not 
the Creature. 

Sir Fobn, He is fi ck, Sir; to tell you the Truth, he was 
drunk laſt Night, I am ſorry to ſay it, 

Fath. Son-in-Law, I know thou art but lukewatm in thy 
Zeal towards the Righteous, and art glad to ſay it, but I believe 
it nat. 

Sir Jobu, Pardon me, Sir, I do not uſe to lye, my whole 
Family are Witneſles of it. 

Fats. | fear they are all too much of the ſame Batch; will 
my Daughter affirm this? 

Nell. I muſt needs agree with Sir John. 

Fath, Well. perhaps he might be overtaken unawares, tran- 


ſported with Zeal, and fo the ſooner overtaken, which makes 


ii uot & Sin, but a Frailty in the Righteous. I muſt ſee him. 
| Sir John. 


"DR. " 
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Sir John. But 'tis a Sin in us to be ſure; excellent Doctrine 


ho' Zeal ſtand Centry at the Gate of Sia, 
Yet all who know the Word pals freely in. 


Enter Ananias. 


Fab. I xs Perry 00. he pou th Mr. Azaniar, 
A. Bleſs your your Worſhip ! 
Fath. Now we have din'd, let the good Man return Thanks. 


While be is preparing to ſoy Grace, Enter Lady. 
Lady. Here's a fine Rout and Rioting ! You Sicrah, Burler, 


R 
FF 
t Var t you know your Lady 
£46. Imp here, turn this mad Woman out of Doors. 
Lady. You Raſcal, take that, Sirrah. I Flings a Glaſs at hive. 
Foot. Have 3 Care, Huſſy, there's a good Pump without, we 
* cool 1 Courage fot yon. | 
ou, Lucy, have you forgot me too, you Minx? 
eg. Forgot you, Woman! why, I never remember'd you, 
I never ſaw you before in my Life. 
Lady. Oh the wicked Sur! I'll give you Cauſe to remember 
I will, Huſly. [Pulls ber Headcloths off. 
Murder! Murder] help! 
Str How now! what Uproar $ this? 
You, Lettice, you Slat, won't you know me neither? 


Lee. Help, bolp! [ Strikes ber. 


Sir Fobn bs. Whai's to do there? 

Bar. Why, Sir, here's a Madwoman calls her ſelf my Lady, 
and is beating and cuffing us all round. 

Sir Jabs. Cbri Frolick, ſome Neighbour to make 
ber ſelf merry, I ſuppoſe. 

Ar: I warrant "tis a Beſs of Bedlam. 

. Oh! here's my Chaplain too, ſure he's not in the Con- 
ainſt me. Mr. Anazias, you are a holy Man. 
ea, Woman, I am ſo. hat wou'dſt thou have? 
What, are 2 blind like the reſt? Do you not know 
© dy, becuaſe 1 am dreſs'd in theſe filthy Rags? Look on 
me, I'm the moſt abus'd Lady 

Ana, Lady! Woman, thou art mad in truth. 

Lady. What, are you corrupted, Sirrah, and brib'd to come 
| mo this Plot upon me? Baſe Villain! Is this « Return for 

/ all my Kindneſs to you? Nay, did I not fave your Life no 


longer 


W 


Lab. 


„% die Dewl to Pay; Or, 


| er ago than laſt Night, when I put the Plaiſter to 
— 0p and held the red hot Pan over your Head? N 

Ana. O! this is the Sorcereſs that bewitch'd me laſt Night; 
lay hold on her, ſhe is a Witch. 

Fath. Why, Maſter Auaniat, art thou not troubled in Spirit? 
This is ſurely a Gambol. 

Lady. My Father here! My Griefs have ſo diſtraQte* me, I 
did not ſee yon; but now Il! not leave you till you revenge 
my U What, my honour'd Father, will yon not ſpeak 
to me | 

Fach. Woman, I know thee not, thou art an Harlot, I believe, 
Hands off. 2 
Lady. Nay, then I'm miſerable indeed. | 
Ana. She is a Witch, and hath confeſſed it unto me; I will 
have her burnt. 

Sir Fob. There muſt be ſomething more than ordinary in this 
Buſineſs. [Exennt Fath. an Ananias. 

Pal. What the Devil can all this mean 11 

Ram. T he K plain, ſome ad woman got looſe. 

Sir 'Fobx. | To Lady.) Thou my Wife! poor Creature, I pi- 
ty thee; I never ſaw thee before. 

Lady. Then it is in vain to expe& Redreſs from thee, thou 
wicked Contriver of all my Miſery. 

Nell. How am | amaz'd! Can that be I, there in my Cloaths, 
that have made all this Diſturbance? And yet I am here, to my 
thinking, in theſe fine Cloaths. How can this be? I am ſo con- 
founded and affrighted that I begin to with I was with Zetel 

To whom ſhall I apply my ſelf, or whither can I fly? 
Heaven! What do I ſee? Is not that, I, yonder, in my Gown 
and Petticoat I wore Yeſterday? How can it be! I cannot be 
in two Places at once. 

Sir John. Poor Wretch! ſhe's ſtark mad. 

What, in the Devil's Name, was I here before I came? 
Let me look in the Glaſs. Oh Heay'ns! I'm aſtoniſh'd, I don't 
know my ſelf! If this be I that the Glaſs ſhews me, I never 
ſaw my ſelf before. 


AIR 


ABELEESES RE SEE SET 


ro 


pt 


The Wives Metamorphogd. 


A1R XXXVI. Grim King of the Ghoſts, Es. 
11s BET DE MY 


1 
"af En T TCP 
r * * 


How truly compleat are my Woes ! 
Was ever ſo wretched a Caſe? 

A Father and Hutband my boes, 
And even to loſe my own Face! 

And what too ſtill adds to my Pain, 
Tl“ Poverty now is my Lot, 

My Pride and my Paſſions remain, 
Which ſhou'd in theſe Rags be forgot. 


Sir Jobs. What incoherent Madnefs is this? 
Exter Jobſon. 


Lady. There, that's the Devil in my Likeneſs, who has 
robd'd me of my Countenance. Is he here too? 
* Ay, Huſſy, and here's my Strap, you Quean. 


. How inevitably wretched am I? 

Nell. O dear! I'm afraid my Husband will beat me, that am 
on Yother fide the Room there. 

Feb. I hope your Honours will pardon her, ſhe was drinking 
with a Conjurer laſt Night, and has been mad ever ſince, and 
calls her ſelf my Lady wle. 

Sir Job. Poor Woman! take care of her; do not hurt her, 
ſhe may be cur'd of this. 

Job. Yes, and pleaſe your Worſhip, you ſhall ſee me cure her 
preſently. Huſſy, do you ſee this? 

Nell. O] pray Zetel, don't beat me. 

Sir Fobs, What ſays my Love? Does ſhe infet thee with 
Madneſs too? 

Nell. I am not well, pray lead me in. 

[ Excunt Nell and Maid. 
Jobe 


De Devil t Pay; Or, 
Job. I beſeech your Worſhip don't take it ill of me, the ſhall 
never trouble you more. 

Sir A Take her home, and uſe her kindly. 


,ady. What will become of me? [Exeunt Jobſon and Lady. 


Exter Butler, 


Sir Jobn. Where's my Father-in-Law? 

Bat. Gone, Sir. He bad me tell you that he likes no Cbrifi- 
was Gambols, and he took this for one. 
Pal. It is a very odd one, take it all together, as cer I ſaw, 

Ran. Methought there ſeem'd to be ſome Method in her 
Madneſs; ſhe did not know her ſelf in the Glaſs. 
Val. And your Lady, Sir Fobn, utter'd ſome ſtrange Words, 
Sir John. She did ſo, which very much amaz'd me. 
Ras. If I had the leaſt Faith in Magick, I ſhou'd ſwear this 
was ſuch. | 

Sir Jobu. Now you put me in mind of it, there was ſome- 
thing in the laſt part of her Behaviour very ſtrange and ſut- 


prizing. 


Euter Footman, 


Fos. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt Night, deſires you 
will give him leave to ſpeak a Word or two with you, upon 


very earneſt Buſineſs. 
Sir Fobs. What can this mean? Bring him in. 


Enter Doctor. 
Ran. We'll take a Turn, Sir, and wait on you again. 


Exeurt. 

Doc. Low on iny Knees, Sir, I beg Forgiveneſs for what | 
have done, and put my Life into your Hands. 

Sir Fobn. What mean you? 

Dock. I have exercis'd my Magick Art upon your Lady; I 
know you have too much Honour to take away my Life, ſiuce 
I might have ſti!l conceal'd it, had 1 pleay'd. 

Sir Jobn. You have now brought me to a Glimpſe of Mi- 
ſery too pu to bear. Is all my Happineſs then turn'd into Vi- 
fion only 

Doct. Sir, I beg you, fear not; if any Harm comes on it, I 
freely give you leave to hang me, 

Ser John. What elſe but Harm did Magick &er produce? 

Dock. I never yet did Miſchief by my Art; the aerial Spirits 
I command, are Sy{phbs, and never can do hurt. 

Sir Fohn, Inform me what you have done. 

Do#. I have transform'd your Lady's Face fo that ſhe ſeems 


the Cobler's Wife, and have charm'd her Face into the * 
| | nets 
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heſs of my Lady's; and laſt Night when the Storm aroſe, my 
Spirits convey'd them to each other's Bed. 

Sir John. Oh Wretch! thou haſt undone me, I am fallen 
from the Height of all my Hopes, and muſt till be curs'd with 
tempeſtuous Wife, a Fury whom I never knew Quiet ſince 
I had her. 


4 Doct. If that be all, I can continue the Charm for both their 
ves. 

Sir John. No, I'll have no Happineſs from Hell. Let all my 
Bleſſings come from Heaven; let the Event be what it will, L' 
hang you if you do not end the Charm this Inſtant. 

De | will this Minute, Sir; and perhaps you'll find it the 
luckieſt of your Life; 1 can aſſure you, your Lady will prove 
the better for it. 


Sir 7obn, Hold, there's one material Circumſtance 1'd know. 

Dock. Your Pleaſure, Sit? 

Sir Jobs. Perhaps the Cobler has made me a Cuckold. 

Doct. I do atlure you, No; for ere ſhe was convey'd to bis 
Bed, the Cobler was got up to work, and he has done noughe 
but beat her ever fince, and you are like to reap the Fruits of 
his Labour, 


Sir John. About the Buſineſs ſtraight, whilſt I ſend for em 
both hither. [ Exenxs. 


Enter Butler and Ananias. 


Baz. You may depend upon it, there will be no ſtaying for 
you in this Family; my Lady has given vp all to my Malter. 

Ana. Why, look thee, Edward Chip, thou may'(t be miſta- 
ken in me, I can conform in many things, rather than leave ſo 
good a Houſe, and ſo good People. 

Bat. Where there is ſuch good Eating. [ Afide. 

Ana, At leaſt I will conform — Give me ſome 
Wine, they ſhall ſee what J can do. 


Enter Footman, Cook, and other Servants. 
But. Oh! you are come in good time to be merry with 


Mr. Ananias. | 

Ana. Ay, Gad, I'm in a merry Humour. 

Cook. Here's a Turn for you! 

Ana. Give me a Beet Glaſs. Come, the King and all the 
Royal Family, Huzzah! Cother, Here's Sir Jobw Loverule.— 
Nay, Gad take me! give me a third, Here's my Lady, Huzzah! 
—— Now all pledge me, and let every Bumper be a Facer; 


thus. [ Drinks, 
Foot, Is that a Facer? Faith, 'tis very pretty. 


Ans 


DDr 


An. Non! I'll know I can be as am- 
pany a Cera . all. a * an 


\ 


AIR XXXVII Three Sheep Skins. 


Hu! 
. 9 
. Rog 
— Ho! 
| Her 
Tho to Opinion I'll neer die a Martyr, 
Tv v0 Opinion Pll ne er die a Martyr, 
Tet from the Truth, 
E'er fince my Touth, 
T never was a Starter. 
And Trath does forge age 


In ſparkling Wine, 
Then drink, and give no Quarter. 
Bat. Here's a Transformation! 
Ana. Come, faith, I am cheery, let us have Cother Bumper 
of Claret, and t other Catch. | [ Drink, 


AIR XXXVIIL Fonr and twenty Highwaymen; 


Of all the Joys beneath the Sun, 
There's nothing like goed Claret ; 
Les ſober Fools abe Bleſſing ſhun, 
The Wiſe will never ſpare it: 
Sy ſound the Faite, ſo neat, ſo flrong, 
There'; nothing hon d debar it; 
Then make the Burthen of your Hong, 
Let us drink good Claret; 


Choru$ 
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- | Chorus. Dit good Clare, Ne. 
Drink good Claren, 
Let #5 drink good Claret, | 
Huzzah! I'gad, I'm almoſt drunk. 
Enter Sir John. 

Sir Fobu. Heyday! here's a Turn! here's an h tical 
Rogue! At this rate I ſhall have Ovid's Met 7 in my 


Hoaſe, but I'm too much concern'd to mind this Diverſion. --.- 
Here are my Friends. 


Euter Ranger and Valentine. 


Ran. What you have told us, Sir Jobs, is moſt wonderful. 
Val. Prodigious indeed, if it proves true. 


Emer Jobſon. 


Sir Fobs. So have brought Wife? ' 
735 on ot — your, e w here ut the Door, 


but indeed I thought I had loſt her juſt now; for a little before 
ſhe came into the Hall Place, ſhe fell into fach a Sw that 
| thought. ſhe would never come out on't again; but « 1 weak 


or two by the Noſe, and half a Dozen Straps 
«t laſt. Here, where are you, Houſewife? 
Jir Jobs. Lights there — 


Emer Lady. 


Butler Heldt ap the Candle, but lets it 28 be ſees Ber.] 
. O Heaven and Earth | is this my Lady ? 
Job. What does he ſay? my Wife chang'd to my Lady 
Cook. ay, I thought the other was too good for our Lady. 
Lady. {To Sir Fobm.) Sir, you are the Perſon I have moſt 
offended, avd here confeſs I have been the worſt of Wives in 
every thing, but that I always kept my Body undefiled; it has 
leaſed Heaven to puniſh me ſeverely, and ſubject me to the 
ower of Enchantment ; but now I am truly ſenſible of my 
Errors, and fince I abhor them, and deteſt my ſelf for my 
Guilt, I hope Heaven and yon will pardon me. I will never 
riſe from this ſupplicating Poſture, till you ſay, you forgive 


ad the Buſineſs 


me; and if you can vonchſafe once more to take me to your 
Boſom, the Remainder of my Days ſhall juyfully be ſpent in, 


Duty, and Obſeryance of your Will. 
196 Sir Toby. 


n 


1 
| 
: 


64 The Devil 10 Pay; Or, 
. Riſe, Madam, I do forgive you; and if Ate 
eds _— ou ſay, you'll — * than all ide Ea. 


ments in the World without you could do. 
* ob. What a Pox! am l to loſe my Wife thus? 


Enter Lucy and Lettice: 


L 
L 


Enter Servants and Tenants. 


Sir Jobs. Perſevere in this Reſolution, and we ſhalt be bleſt 
indeed; the other was a falſe and ſhort-liv'd Joy, but this I hope 
will continue for Life. 5 

Lady. May Heaven blaſt me, if once I alter from my Pur 
poſe, or ever contradi& your Will again. 

Sir Jobu. Then am I bleſt, and ſav d from certain Ruin; th 
is > Day of Wonders indeed. | 
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AIR XXXIX. Take « Kifs or twa. 


So the reich o'erwbelm'd with Sorrow, 
As approaching Death draws nigh, 

Dread the fatal Day, To-morrow, 

When hi: Sentence is „ dies 


If repriev'd, his Fear's abated, 

3 Heart eur with Foy ; 2% | 
my Grief: uit nerd, ond 

Whilſt fond Hopes my Thought: employ. 


Emer Nell. | 
Nell. My Head turns round, I muſt go home. O Zei | 


— 874 is that fine Lad Wife? Tgad I'm afraid 
7 . is y, my Wi m 
to come near ber. What can de the Mean: of this? 

Sir John. We have all been under the Power of Enchant- 
ment, to which I gave not the leaſt Conſent, but Heaven of- 
ten makes the very Malice of Devils produce à good Effect; 
this is a happy Change, aud I'!l have it celebrated with all the 
IN Joy | proclaim'd for my late ſhort-liv'd Viſion. ö | 

=> To me 'tls the happieſt Day I ever knew. 

Sir Jahn. Now, Madam, ſince you have refign'd your Power 
to me, where's your Chaplain ? 

- Bat. Mr. Ananias, come forth. 


F AIR 


66 The Devil-to Pay; Or, 


Dr 


Enter Ananias, drunk. Singing, ; 
AIR XL. We've lara the Sexs, G. 


# 


— TO 1 


Come fill about the ſparkling Wine, 
From which our Pleaſures ſpring ; 
| It makes the Sons of Earth divine, 
' Inſpir'd thus to fing: Fal, lal, lal, c. 


Sir Jobs. Behold this Saint, whom you ſo much admir'd. 

Lady. I confeſs my ſelf in the day # | 

Sir Jobs, Go, Hypocrite, I diſcard « 

Ana. Diſcard me, for what? Nounz! I'll conform. What 
a Pox do you mean? 

Sir Nele. Baſe Wretch ! thou Scandal to thy own Profeſſion; 
would'(t thon maliciouſly thus bring one on ours, to conform 
by being vicious? deteſted Villa, be gone, Give him ten 
Pounds, and in the Morning fend him packing. Here Fobſox, 
take thy fine Wife. 

Job. But one Word, Sir. Did not your Worſhip make 
me a Cuckold, under the Roſe? | 
Sir Fobm. No, upon my Honour, nor ever kiſt her Lips til! 
I came from Hunting; but fince ſhe has been my Bedfellow a 
little while, and a Means too of bringing about this happy 
Change, Il! give thee Five Hundred Pounds home with her; 


| | buy a Stock of Leather, and be my Shoe-maker, and Pli 


elp thee to all the Cuſtom of the Country. 
| Job. Brave Boys! I'm 4 Prince, the Prince of Coblers. Come 


- hither, Nell, III! never (trap thee more. 


Nell. Indeed, Zekel, I have been in ſuch a Dream, that I'm 
quite weary of it. F 9991 
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AIR XLI. When Orpbeat dex led his Harp. 


Job, Then come to thy own poor Hut again, 
"And with thy own Spouſe divide thy Pain; 
With a Twinkum, twankum. - 
Above the boſe Sphere in which ſhe was bred, 
When a Beggar is mounted, it turns her Head, 
When a Beggar is monented, it turns ber Head; 
With a Twinkum, twankum, twang. 


Nell, Forſooth, Madam, will you pleaſe to take your Cloaths, 
and let me have mine again, 

RP No, thou ſhalt keep them, and I'll preſerve thine as 
eliques. 

Fob. And can your good Ladyſhip forgive my Strapping your 
Honour fo very much ? 

Lady. Moſt freely. The Joy of this bleſſed Change ſets all 
things right 1 — 

Sir Jobr. Come, Gentlemen? let me preſent you to my Wife, 
ſhe is now in a Temper fit to receive you. 

a Ras. | wiſh your Ladyſhip all the Joy your Heart can hope 
tr, 

Val. May your whole Life to come be one continu'd Scene 
of Happineſs. 

Lady. Gentlemen, I thank you, and hope you will pardon 
my Behaviour laſt Night; I think I was mad, but Heaven bas 
now brought me to my ſelf, 

Sir Fobn, Let us forget every thing that is paſt, and think of 
nothing now but Joy and Pleaſure. 

All Serv. Loog live Sir Jobs, and my Lady. 


F 2 AIR 


204 
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AIR XLII. Hey Boys up go we: 1 


Be Foy in ev'ry Breeft, 


Since from @ Life of Pain and Care, 
We now are truly bleſt. 


And Sporting all our Toil. 
Let ev ry Face with Smiles appear, 
Chorus. Let ev'ry Face with, &c. 


Our preſent Pleaſures ſail, 


Be onght but Mirth and Joy a Crime, 


Sic John. Moy uo Remembrance of pa Time, 


Lady. 
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he Mulics prefix'd to each Song. 


DAMON and PHILLID.A A Ballad Opera of One At. As it is 
rei formed at the Theatre in Drary-Lane, With the Muſick prefix'd to each 
Song. | 

The CHAMBER- MAID, A BALLAD OPEX A of One AR. As 
it is Perfoim'd at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servunts, With the 
Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 


The QUAKER's OPERA, As perform'd at Lee's and Harper's Greas 
Theatrical Booth in Bartholomew Fall. With the Maick prefix'd to each Song 


ROBIN HOOD, An OPERA, With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song, 


The GENEROUS FAEE-MASON : or, the CONSTANT LADY, With 
the Humours of Squire Nöddle, and his Man Doodle. A Tragi-Comi-Farcical 
Ballad Opera, In Three Ats. With the Mulick prefix'd to each Song. 
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